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Izzy Stradlin, as you know him, stands at 5ill, and leans lethargically against the wall of the parking lot of a bar 
you didn't know existed, dressed precariously in black. He smokes a cigarette, blinks at you with black eyes 
from behind black eyelashes and runs a hand through black hair. Finally, he exhales black smoke, long and hard, 
all the way from the bottom of a pair of black lungs. 


"So you wanna be in our band?" he says, rather than asks. He doesn't look impressed but then again, he never 
does. You begin to wonder if he came out the womb with that expression plastered on his face because as long 
as you've known him, as long as you've known of him, as long as you've seen him at the bar in the club 
smoking and talking and drinking, he's looked the same. 


"Axl asked me to," you tell him bluntly. He snorts. 


"Axl suggested you," he corrects you, taking a drag of his cigarette. "Axl suggests a load of dumb fuckin’ shit, 
don't mean | listen to him." 


Technically, this is the first time you've spoken in private, the two of you. It's hard to find Izzy alone these 
days. If he's not with Axl, he's with his band, or with a girl, or with a girl and Axl. 

You could probably find him anywhere, nearly alone, but he'll always be with Axl. 

What was it your mom always said about you and Steve? Joined at the goddamn hip. 


‘I've heard you play, though," he announces, still seemingly unimpressed, and he gazes off into the distance, 


"you're good." 

It nearly makes you laugh out loud, that sultry, cool demeanour he loves showing off. Even in private, he 
doesn't lose it, and you start wondering that maybe it's just his personality. A rigid, fuck-boring excuse of a 
personality, but a personality, nonetheless. You begin to think that maybe you should fuck with him a little, but 
you decide against it. 

"Well," you check your watch, "I usually don't play with other guitarists." 

Izzy snorts in response almost instantly, as if he was expecting it. 

"Then fuck off and quit wasting my time," he suggests, flashing you a dirty grin with crooked teeth that make 
him look ten years younger than he actually is and yet, something about that keeps you in your place. 


You find your voice. "What's Axl gonna say to that?" 


He raises both eyebrows and you reckon you've touched a nerve. 


"To what?" You've found that his questions aren't really questions as much as they are statements. He likes to 


make it obvious that he doesn't much care for the answer. 


"To you," you tell him, "when he finds out that you sent the only good, sober guitarist in town packing ‘cause 
you didn't like his style." 


In truth, you do not want to play with Izzy. You don't like him. You're sure he's a good guy, with lots of nice 
qualities, but you're on different wavelengths and frankly, he doesn't deserve Axl as a singer. 

Izzy scoffs; it seems you definitely touched a nerve. 

"Ain't scared of him," he spits out, avoiding eye contact, still smoking. 

“Should be," you crack a smirk, "word on the street says you're his bitch." 


Izzy nearly chokes on his Marlboro. 


"Word on the street, listen to you, what fuckin’ street? Sesame Street?" He coughs, and shakes his head. "Nah, 


no way, fuck off kid. Fuck all the way off" 


He drops his cigarette, stubs it out with the heel of a worn, black chelsea boot, and turns to leave. For a 
minute you're surprised he'd leave, you thought he'd stay and stand his ground, that he'd fight off any notion 
that he was, in fact, subpar to or dominated in any way by Axl Rose. But then again, anything you previously 
thought about Izzy Stradlin was probably false. 


For what it's worth, Izzy loves not caring. Izzy doesn't have to care because the over-excitable myth of him 
doesn't care either. Izzy loves not giving a shit about a damn thing and the world may well believe that, except 
you don't like him. You don't want to like him, so you can see right through him, and that may well be a 
superpower in this fucking city since everyone you know is so up his ass that it's a wonder he can walk 


straight. 

You want Axl as a singer. That's all. 

Its not too much to ask Maybe you don't even want him for good, maybe just for a trial period. See how 
things go. You know Axl likes how you play, as well. You know Axl likes you, at least, and you're fairly sure that 


you like Axl, a lot more than you should. 


Though you know for definite that Axl likes Izzy, and its evident that Izzy likes Axl. 


Seemingly, you're outranked, 

Deep down, you'd love to watch him pretend to walk away, and turn back when he realises you don't care to 
call him back. However, times are tough and you need this band, so maybe it's time for you to climb right on 
up into his ass like the rest of Califuckingfornia. 

"Wait," you sigh and call out, and the skinny, frigid movements in the horizon halt. You have his attention, at 
least, which means you have half of his interest too. He doesn't turn, doesn't move, he stands firmly still as a 
statue and he's waiting for you to give him a reason to turn round. 


Its hard to tell if he wants a reason. 


"Sorry," you call out, gesturing and shrugging incredulously even though he can't see you. "Not what you wanna 


hear, not what | should be telling you. | get it." 
He turns, half-heartedly, and the pallid of his face is vaguely illuminated by the orange of a single streetlamp. 


"Why, what do | wanna hear?" he says, loud enough for you to hear but still quiet. He smirks. "What should 


you be telling me?" 
The two of you make eye contact. You narrow yours while his glint in the light. 


"I wanna be in your band." 


He smiles at the ground and begins to turn around, slowly walking towards you. The clacking of the heels of his 
boots on the gravel goes straight through you. 


He walks ever so slow and every single moment you spend staring at him ages you, and it's excruciating. You're 
not exactly in the palm of his hand so much as you're caught between the tarmac and his heels. Though even 


as his shoes count the seconds, you can't find enough time to look away from him. He looks menacing, almost. 


He keeps on walking, clack, clack, fucking clack, right up until you're face to face, though he's an inch or so 


taller. 

"Thought you didn't play with other guitarists," he blinks long and slow, no sign of a smile playing on his lips. 
‘| don't recall ever saying that," you grin and bear it, "you must've misheard me." 

Then he cracks a smirk. "Don't call us, kid, we'll call you." He rolls his eyes and moves slowly, as if to turn 
away, but your instincts kick in and you grab onto his arm. He flinches, and you know instantly that that 


could've turned ugly at any minute. 


"Fuck's wrong with you," he hisses through gritted teeth. Your entire hand fits around his arm and you wonder 


if he's ever been fed a full meal. 

"I get it, you like fuckin’ with people, | get it," you snap. "So do |, and you don't like me, | get that too." 
"What?" his face is twisted in some kind of anger and confusion and annoyance at the fact that you're still 
latched on to his arm, cutting off the circulation He tries to yank his arm back. "Yeah, okay, well done on 
picking up on the fuckin’ obvious, you want the trophy now or should | mail it over?" 


‘Izzy, l'm fuckin’ good at what | do and you know it" You're pleading your case like a goddamn lawyer. 


"Let go of me," he raises his voice, and at Il:3Opm on a Tuesday in the parking lot of a dingy downtown bar, 
few heads are turned. You reckon that's why he's letting himself get visibly annoyed. 


Now, you don't know what you're accomplishing by grasping onto him for dear fucking life. If anything, you're 
losing your own damn cause. He's struggling to free himself from your grasp, and you don't get why he doesn't 
just punch you in the face, in all honesty. 


"Slash, quit it," he says, like you're in fifth fucking grade and you keep poking him in the back with a ruler. 


You sigh, and let him go. 
He pulls away so hard that you thought he might just fall backwards. 


He doesn't move, though. No annoying heels sauntering across tarmac. No laboured breathing. Just a blazing 


glare burning through your skull from a man who doesn't even make genuine eye contact half the time. 


Something's wrong tonight. You back away and glare right back. 
"| need this, Izzy," you tell him sincerely. "At least hear me play." 


"| don't have to, fuck's sake, | know you can play," he snorts, and breaks eye contact while he searches for his 


smokes. "I'm just not too convinced by your damn personality, Slash." 
"What's that supposed to mean?" 


"Effectively, that | don't like you." He lights up. "And it's rare that | don't like someone who hasn't previously 
fucked me over, but you seem like you'd do pretty well at that when it comes down to it” 


"You don't have to like me. | wouldn't fuck you over." 
"You understand if I'm not comfortable taking your word for it” 
"Wouldn't expect any less.” 


There's silence between the two of you and he's sizing you up; you don't know why and you don't know what 
for, so you do the same, and you see straight through this mannequin of heroin dependency and lethargy. 


You flick your eyes upwards and you see him do the same, and you both hold the eye contact. It's almost like 
a staring contest, though he blinks long and slow and looks away again, taking a drag on his cigarette. 


"You're good," he nods. "I said that earlier. You're good." 


"Thanks," you remain emotionless. Now it's your turn to be suspicious, because you caught Izzy on an odd little 


night and he's a hell of a lot more unpredictable than you previously thought. 


"Axl just won't fuckin' shut up about you," Izzy smirks, still smoking. You catch a glint in his eyes. "If | didn't 
know any better, I'd say he fancies you." 


You don't know what to say to that. 
"Really," you sound disinterested. Izzy chuckles. 


"Oh yeah," he sways in the moonlight, and you think he's edging closer to you but maybe it's just your brain 
playing tricks on you. "I think so." 


You're unsure of what's going on You blink at him. "Jealous?" you find yourself asking, partly because you're 


genuinely curious but also because you have no idea which way this conversation is headed. 


He purses his lips and similarly stubs out his cigarette with the heel of his boot. "Of who?" He says, but as 


soon as he sees you're not laughing, he folds his arms. "No, l'm not, Slash." 
"Okay," you shrug. 
He stares at you a little longer, and rubs his nose. 


"Are we done here, then?" he asks quietly. You nearly open your mouth to speak, but he shakes his head. "I'll 
think about it, Slash, alright? | will." 


You swallow. "What should | do while you think about it?" You ask him. He shrugs in response and spins round, 
before lethargically moving his legs in an attempt to walk away, or something. Each clack of heel on gravel 


shakes your world. 
"Beats me," he calls, and you suddenly find him to be rather childish. 


And then, once more, he turns on his cuban heel, but he's gone in half a second this time round. He's just a 
shadow but you can still hear the clack of his boots and you groan out loud. 
He's just gone and aged you a thousand fuckin’ years. 


You pull out your own smokes and lean against the wall trying to light up, but your zippo's jacked and you 
groan louder. After a few more flicks, you grow bored and frustrated and kick yourself away from the wall, 


putting your cigarette back in its box. 


ltd been raining earlier, probably, ‘cause the gravel's wet and the skies are clouded. Just an observation of 


yours. 


With no cigarette to tide you over and no real place to be, you take it in, and instead you're thinking, fuck, you 
could have Axl if you want him. He's right there, touching distance almost, and Izzy's right fucking there too 
but he's not planning on helping you. Though you wouldn't say he's sabotaging you either. 


Your dumb ass should just play with him and see how it feels. It'll either be right or it won't. 
So what if you've never played with two before? He's a rhythm guitarist by trade, he'll know what to do. 
Though it's hardly your creative differences that are making you weary. 


Out of nowhere, that stupid fucking sound of cuban heels hits you like a goddamn truck, and it's getting closer 


and closer; he's coming back. 
You can't see him, though you're whipping round trying to find him. He's nowhere to be seen You frown. 


"Forget something?" You call into the darkness, and you hear a faint chuckle. It's almost ghastly, he's a fuckin’ 


phantom. 


You take a step back, scanning the street for him, and press against something hard. You nearly trip. 

"Where the fuck did you come from?" You hiss. 

"| thought about it." 

You blink, incredulously. You begin to think that maybe this man isn't real, like he's just some binge fuelled 
hallucination and always has been for as long as you've known him, as long as you've known of him, as long as 
you've seen him at the bar in the club smoking and talking and drinking. 

"Well?" you find yourself asking, still blinking, still not quite believing your eyes. 

"Uh, | don't know if it'll work out." 


He's stone-faced, and you're agape. 


"You- you're fucking with me, right?" You question him, confused as fuck. 
Why come back? Why not tell you over the goddamn phone? 


It won't," he murmurs, "Felt bad stringing you along." 

I's then you realise that though he doesn't talk much, Izzy has a strong fancy for face-to-face interaction. 
He's either a little scientist, anthropologist, sociologist, or he's obsessed with making sure he has control of the 
conversation. He's obsessed with dominance. 

"So that's it, then?" You shake your head and gesture. 


He shrugs in return. "Guess so." 


You snort. "Right, so you're gonna break my damn heart in the middle of a parking lot and crawl right on into 


bed next to Axl, yeah?" 

He raises his eyebrows. 

You keep going. "Christ, that's exactly what you're gonna do, isn’t it?" 

He snorts, and looks away. 

"You're living in your own damn world, Slash." He warns, but pure anger runs through your veins. 
"Sure, Izz," you look him in the eye. "Scared l'm gonna steal him away from you, is that it?" 


He scowls. "I'm out of here." He turns, and stops. "And don't fucking talk to me ever again" 


You don't even know what argument you're trying to make. It's poor, but every breath Izzy takes right now is 


grating. 


"Holy shit!" you laugh, "that's exactly it, isn't it? You're scared I'm gonna take his sweet little ass for myself! Is 
that it, huh? He's all yours, yeah? Nobody else's?" 


For a second, you recognise that you might've gone too far when something flashes across Izzy's face, like 
indescribable fury, for a split second. Then it's gone. He shakes his head and keeps walking. 


Though you never did know when to stop. 

"Did | touch a nerve, you fucking queer?!" 

And you had to be quite angry to say that in particular, but you regret it. You do. You regret it as soon as he 
turns back round for the millionth time tonight and the clack clack clacking becomes faster and faster and 
louder and angrier and you don't even have time to breathe before his fist connects with your face. 

"Suck my ass, you piece of garbage," he snarls, as you're bent over, hollering in pain. 


His hand balls up in your shirt and pulls you into his eye line. 


"| don't give a shit how well you play, | don't give a shit," he shakes you for emphasis, "what you think about 
Axl, what you think about me and Axl, and | don't give a fuck what you think about me." 


He lets go of you and pushes you to the ground, and you're still clutching your cheek as he towers over you. 
"And frankly, | don't want you fucking thinking of me at all, yeah?" He takes this moment to light up a 
cigarette. "Tell you what, Slash, you can think of me kicking the shit out of you all you like tonight, when you're 
in bed and touching yourself because | know a goddamn queer when | see one, and after that I'll thank you to 
never let my image enter your fucked up little mind." 


You laugh out loud. "This turning you on, 122?" 


"Be careful, Slash," his tone is still warning, "because fuck with the wrong person and you'll never work in this 


damn town again" 


"Oh, really?! Fuckin’ really, Izzy?! And I'm sure damn scared of you! Badmouth me to all your fucking friends 
‘cause | didn't drop to my knees and suck your dick with the first word | fucking said to you!" 


He stubs out his cigarette and kicks you in the shoulder. Hard. 


"| ain't saying goodbye to you again tonight," and the stoic demeanour you thought was Izzy returns for the 


first time in a long time. "You got something to say to me, say it now, ‘cause | don't ever wanna see your 


damn face after | leave here and | sure as fuck don't wanna have to turn around again" 

There's a thick silence, save for cars rolling by and yours and Izzy's laboured breathing. 

You stare at each other, and something in his eyes knows better than he does that he's made a mistake by 
kicking the shit out of you, that he should've just left you, that he's still got a schoolboy temper that he 
needs to learn to control. Similar to you. 

"Sorry won't do it," you sigh and flash him an ugly smirk. "So | won't bother" 

He laughs out loud. His laugh, obnoxiously fake, rings out around the parking lot. 

"No," he grins. "That all?" 

‘Let me talk with Axl. Please” 

A pause. "Uh, no, no, | don't think so” 

"Let me talk with him" You ask 

"Hardly. 

"Let me talk with him" You beg. 

"Ask me one last time, Slash, for good luck" 

‘Let me talk with Axl and I'l suck your cock" 

Silence. Is he speechless? Quite possibly. 

There's another infuriating clack as he steps backwards. You can't see him, but you hear a sharp intake of 


breath. 


"What?" he says, incredulously; he drags out the word, right from beginning to end, and he can't control shit 


right now, not least his surprise. He repeats himself, this time sterner, more controlled. "What?" 
You're searching the dark for his eyes, You think you find them, and you latch onto them with your own. 
"You heard me." You tell him, and he shakes his head furiously. 


"No, | don't think | did, Slash." He says firmly, like a schoolteacher talking to a child who just got caught 


swearing. 


You flush. "Then get your hearing checked." 


A deep, gravelly sound of frustration comes from his throat. 


He clears it, and the stoicism returns. 
"Then how do you expect me to say yes?" He says, tone all honey dripping and sly. He may as well be smiling. 
You frown. "You heard me just fine." 


Though whatever smile he was wearing drops instantly. 


"| want to hear you say it again" He tells you. 
"What?" 

"Say it again, Slash." 

You pause, unsure. 

"Let me talk with Axl and Ill suck your cock." 
"No, no; forget about Axl. Say it again." 

You begin to sweat, as he begins to enjoy himself. 
Do you let him have the satisfaction? 

You pause again, still unsure. 

"Hl suck your cock." 

You do. 


And he laughs. 


Its quiet to begin with; half a chuckle, and then suddenly he throws his head back, laughing to nobody, clearly 


amused. 

"Whoring yourself out for a goddamn band, look at you," he grins. 

In reality, you aren't whoring yourself out for the band, nor are you whoring yourself out for Izzy; you could 
give less of a shit about Izzy, Izzy's just a fucking obstacle you need to overcome. The chemistry you have 
with Axl is unreal, and you couldn't find another voice like that if you searched for a thousand years. If you 


have to suck a dick to get anywhere near him, it's worth it. Its worth its weight in fucking gold. 


"Yeah," you whisper, still ass-smacked down on the concrete. "Look at me." 


"You're pathetic," he half whispers. 

"Yeah," you whisper again. 

A silence drapes itself over you both once more. You can almost feel him frowning. 

‘lm not a bad guy, you know," he sniffs, and he walks closer and closer. You sit yourself up and scramble 
backwards almost, because he's a very predatory person, like a panther or a jaguar and the sound of his 


shoes is like the ticking of a bomb. "I'm not sorry, but lm not a bad guy.’ 


"I believe you," you blunder about still, with your hands and ass scraping along the gravel as you work yourself 


away. He continues to move towards you. 

‘Of course you don't," he says blandly, "why else would you be moving away?" 

You hit the wall but he carries on, and he's towering over you all of a sudden, just like before. Black jeans, 
black shirt, black boots, black coat, black watch, black gloves, and in his hand, a black personalised lighter - a 
gift? - with something engraved on the side that you can't quite make out. 


Its almost as if Death himself has come to take you home. 


"Do | scare you?" he murmurs, as he kneels down to meet your eye line. You can see his eyes now, and 
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they're dark, but still glinting, and you stare right into them. 

"Fuck, yes," you tell him, and he smiles somewhat sadly. 

"Slash." and if the boy could move closer, he would. He kneels right on down in the gravel with his hand on 
your knee; he forces it down, lightly, and places his legs on either side. Oh god, you think; he's not going to, is 


he? 


You feel a cold hand on your neck and your stomach sinks so fast that it may well have fallen out your ass. 


You and your big fucking mouth. 
"I'm not a bad guy," he whispers in your ear, repeating himself. 
‘lm sure you're not," you whisper back, hushed. 


I'm not," he tells you, "in fact, | can be real fuckin’ nice. Real fuckin’ understanding, that's what you want, isn't 


it?" 
"Yeah." 


"What is it you want, Slash?" 


Axl. But you bite your tongue. 

"You," you lie, and you can feel him grin against your neck. You repeat yourself for good luck. "You." 
The grin disappears as he kisses your jawline, once, then twice, then three times. 

"Say it again," he commands. 


| want you," you take your orders like an army private, and he smiles almost devilishly. You feel his tongue on 
your neck, warmer than the rest of his body. It's a bad feeling, its an ugly ass fucking feeling. The hand on 
your neck slowly moves down to your shoulder, then your chest, then your stomach and finally to the hem of 
your shirt and you think, oh god, this is it; in your efforts to secure a place in what is, effectively, the 
greatest supergroup in the city, you have to get felt up in a parking lot by Izzy Stradlin. Couldn't've been Axl 
because God doesn't work like that. Fuck, you would've settled for Tracii if you had to. 


But Izzy? 


You call out in surprise as the cool of his hands scrapes your belly. You feel him grin again, and you're pissed 


the fuck off 

"Having fun?" you ask through gritted teeth 

"You're not." he notes, still smiling. "I can tell” 

"Mm," you acknowledge, "and what makes you think that, Poirot?" 


You turn to face him, you look him straight in the damn eye. The hand you had balled in his shirt, you lightly 
use a finger to stroke his jaw. 


Keep him happy, fuck's sake. 


He looks you in the eye too and that's when you realised that you aren't so fucking different after all, because 
he's trying to read you the exact way you're trying to read him. And you know that in this second, he's just 


realised the same damn thing. 


You catch him in the light, and all of a sudden, you're seeing things you couldn't see before, beyond the smell 
of cigarettes and booze, beyond the junkie paleness; freckles on the sides of his cheeks, long eyelashes, those 
crooked teeth, everything that makes him look childish, even a little human, though he's far from it. If you 
didn't know any better, you'd call it vulnerability, but Izzy wouldn't show vulnerability in a thousand years, 
especially not through his fucking eyelashes. 


"Just a hunch," he whispers, and he kisses you on the mouth. 


He's not graceful. Its almost violent. But you kiss him back. 

His lips are softer than you thought, but when he forces his tongue into your mouth all you taste is 
cigarettes. It's violating. 

Though he's too gentle to be taking advantage of you. He kisses like a lover, which | guess is why he's so 
popular with girls. He kisses like a lover, instead of like a wasting, leery old junkie. But it's a facade you see 


through. 


His fingers escape under the hem, and dart over your stomach. You hitch your breath and he smiles; the 


same old thing. 


"Am | wasting my time?" he asks you, still nose to nose and mouth to mouth. You feel his breath and it smells 


like, you guessed it, cigarettes. And maybe a little bit of booze, but he ain't drunk. Not tonight. 

"You tell me," you whisper. 

"If | couldn't make it any clearer, I've taken you up on your offer." 

Silence. 

‘lm just trying to be fuckin’ nice about it, ‘cause I've been there, Slash, and it's not very pleasant, is it?" 
Silence. He frowns. 


"You know | can be rice, | can be even nicer, I'm a very cooperative fucking person, but you don't like that, do 


you?" He says it louder. "Do you? You don't, do you?" 
Silence on your behalf. 
"Answer me, Slash." 


Silence. His jaw tenses, and he stands up. His legs are half the size of yours and his hands are skeletal. His 
collarbones are so deep he could fit his loose fuckin’ change in there. He's a corpse. 


He may well already be dead, from an overdose or lung cancer or some shit, and he's just haunting you for 


some jolly fucking fun. You're sneering at him. 


All of a sudden, he grabs your shoulder and you stumble forward; he pulls you further down into the lot, into 
the shadows. 
"Fine, you know what?" he breathes, voice in your ear. "You wanna fuck with me? You want me to treat you 


like a whore? So be it." 


He grabs you by the lapels of your jacket and he doesn't kiss you, you don't think, but he puts his mouth to 


yours in a way that's, again, almost violent, because it is violent, and it's wet, and it's strange. Your lack of 


reaction may ruin the mood, but it's a career at stake, a once in a lifetime chance. It's Axl. Oh, god, Axl. 


Somehow it's easier to think of soft, red strands of hair in your hand instead of greasy, thick, black strands. 
Its easier to think of freckles right along the nose rather than down the cheeks, to think of grey eyes instead 
of hazel, 


Easier to think of a soft baritone than a rough alto, but never mind. Never mind. 


Izzy's hands slip under your shirt again and they're cold as ice. The ice man fucking cometh, yeah, thats Izzy. 
You hitch your breath and Izzy regards this as a reaction, so he goes in deeper. You don't know if you should 
be reacting or not. A reaction encourages him, but all this is happening because of your own big fucking 
mouth. 


You're standing still as a statue, but you can't do that for long at all. You need to give him something. Fuck. 
Fuck! 


Izzy leaves your mouth but doesn't move his head entirely; he's about to pull away again for the third time 
tonight and something tells you he won't be much more patient. You hear the hitch in his breath, and he's 
about to tell you ‘okay, you know what, enough’ and unfortunately, you can't afford to let that happen 


You kiss him square on the mouth, entirely of your own accord, for the first time that night, and you hold his 
face in your hands as you do it. He pauses, maybe he's confused; and he starts up again, placing his hands 
carefully on your waist, just under your shirt, and he pushes his tongue into your mouth. Cigarettes and 
booze again. You allow your own tongue into his mouth and he makes a soft noise, not quite a groan or sigh 
but a gravelly sort of acknowledgment of pleasure, or something. 

Its to your own surprise, though, that you discover you don't mind the taste of cigarettes and booze. It's to 
your own surprise that you discover you don't mind the feeling of Izzy's Tongue in your mouth. 


You allow your hand up into his hair, the same hair that you hope and hope is long and soft and red, and you 
pull slightly, and he makes that noise again. Your stomach lurches for it; you've yet to decide if this is good or 
bad. 

He slips his hand up your shirt in one quick motion, ice cold fingers sweeping across your nipple. You shiver, 
and he smiles against your mouth. He's getting hard, you can feel. You move your mouth along to his neck and 
as you kiss and bite, he grins. 

"You've changed your tune," he says softly, one hand up your shirt and one hand playing along your waistline. 
"Mm," you respond. 


"You're really turning me on, Slash," he whispers. 


Okay, Izzy, whatever you say. You move down to his collarbone and hide your face in his neck, while you move 


your hand down to the bulge in his pants; you tease and lightly press against it, but little else. He turns his 
head slightly, and moves his mouth to your ear. 


"If you make me come tonight, I'll let you be in the band! 

Your heart nearly stops. You stop, for a second, and turn your head to meet his eyes 
"What about the meeting?" you murmur. You're suspicious. “Like, with Axl and that?" 
"Fuck the meeting," he breathes, "make me come and you're in" 


Your fingers are hooked in his belt loops. You feel like a rent boy, almost, because while this situation is in 
your best interest, it's not desirable. Though it could be a hell of a lot worse. 


You look him sternly in the eye. "Deal," you tell him, and kiss him again. Neither of you are intricate or 
sensitive at this point, and it's wet and messy and fast and, dare you say it, hot. 

He growls and pushes you closer to the wall, as you pull his hips into yours, grinding against him. You reach up 
and undo one, maybe two of the buttons on his shirt, and you lean forward and kiss the top of his chest; 
you're not hard, but it won't be long. If you imagine it's Axl, you'll be hard in seconds. But that feels borderline 


impossible. 


You undo the front of his jeans, you figure the sooner you get started the sooner it will be over. 


The second you touch his cock, you notice a change in his demeanour. 


He freezes. For a split second, blink-and-you'll-miss-it, but he freezes, as if he remembered that he left the 
stove on or something. But he gathers himself quickly, if you weren't so invested in his right now you 
wouldn't've noticed. Something in the back of your mind, however, tells you that while you're imagining red hair 


and grey eyes, he's imagining the same damn thing. 


"Slash," he breathes as you work your hand up and down. He closes his eyes and rests his forehead against 
yours. He only breathes heavy, laboured breaths, no moaning or groaning or anything of the like. Similar to you. 


He kisses you again, but he's so soft and gentle again. You're in the parking lot of an ugly fucking bar stroking 
off a drug dealer while he's kissing you like he would a lady. What would your fucking dad think? 


He puts both of his hands around your neck, and he looks up at you; you do something similar. You know the 
amount of secrets those hazel eyes could tell you if you touched him in the right way, but it doesn't appeal to 
you. Not tonight, at least. 


"Do you want me to suck your cock?" you find yourself asking, and its almost laughable because Izzy doesn't 


want to seem eager and averts your gaze. 


"Fuck," he curses, "Yeah..yeah." 


"Say it again," you say, and his head snaps up. 


He's cursing you out in his brain. You bite back a smile. 


He sighs shakily, because you're still wanking him off and you think he's dangerously close to climax, and looks 


at you with massive eyes. 


| want you to suck my cock, Slash," he says, crystal clear, no sense of shame, and you're almost annoyed that 
you couldn't drag it out longer but he refuses to be submissive. Even when begging, he's making demands. 


Christ, you want to make him beg for it. 

You pull your hand out of his pants and he kisses you deeply, once and then twice, before you fall 
unceremoniously to your knees. You can feel the blood pumping in your head and your stomach is flipping with 
adrenaline. You wonder for a second how, despite living in LA for years, this is the first dick you've ever put in 
your mouth. Fuck, and it belongs to Izzy Stradlin, who'd've thought? 

He runs his hand through your hair so he can see your face, and as you glance up, you see that caricature of 
the grim fucking reaper again. This time, though, he has colour in his cheeks and his lips have swollen to a 
rosy pink. You settle slightly, with the knowledge that he's human, 

You smirk to yourself as you look away and begin to stroke his cock again, before taking it in your mouth. You 
feel bad about yourself, almost, as Izzy uses the hand in your hair to guide you. You develop a rhythm and 
you look up at him. 


"Fucking beautiful," he calls you, "you're stunning, so fucking beautiful” 


You wish he'd shut up, almost. 
God, he's so condescending, he's so ugly, he's so.. 


You take his whole cock as far as humanly possible - you deepthroat him, and you hear one of the most 


glorious sounds in the world: Izzy moans. Loudly. 


You look up, distracted from the feeling of dick on your tonsils, and Izzy's trying to pretend he wasn't just 


covering his mouth out of surprise. 

"That's all?" you ask. 

"Shut the fuck up," he scowls, to which you smile. 

"Fucking beautiful," you sneer, and take him back into your mouth. 


His breathing hitches, and both of his hands winds into your hair. He leans his head back against the wall, and 


he moans again. And again. And again. 


And its making you hard. 


Eventually, he cries out, and he comes thick and hard into your mouth. 


It takes you a while to process, but as soon as you do, you're off his cock and spitting into the gutter. 


He grumbles something but you pay him no mind, and you turn around to find him sinking to the floor and 
fumbling about in his pockets for his cigs. 


You slam down next to him. He pulls out a cigarette from the pack and offers you his last one. You take it. He 
offers you his lighter. You take it nd light up, and you take this time to read the engrave; ‘Make me proud, 
baby: 

He sees you looking. "A gift from my mom before | left home." He offers clarification. 

"How old were you?" you question. 

"Eighteen" 

Young. Younger than you. You nod. 

"And your mom bought you a lighter?" 

He shrugs. "She always thought she was a cool mom, | guess." 

"Where is she now?" 

"Still alive, if thats what you mean," he sniffs. "But we don't talk much." 

"Why not?" 

"Full of fuckin’ questions, ain't you?" he glowers. "Uh, | feel like we'd disagree on my lifestyle choice." 


"What, like," you frown, "like being gay, or something?" 


He flashes you a look. 


"No," he states, "because l'm not. But God love her if she finds out | fuck men" 
Is that not what being gay is? You bite your tongue. 
"but she's got two other sons to make her proud so it's not my problem." 


You open your mouth, but he gives you a side eye. "No more questions," he tells you, and holds out his hand 


for the lighter. You pass it back to him. 


"IFs just weird to think you've got family," you murmur, “like, a life, and friends, ‘cause no offence but you 


don't strike me as an actual living human being." 
He smiles. I's a watery smile, but a smile nonetheless. "I don't strike myself as living half the time." 


He doesn't ask you about your life. You recognise that he doesn't care and similarly, he doesn't like talking 
about past lives with anyone. 


You smoke your cigarettes in silence. 


You finish, and he stubs his out on the concrete with the heel of his shitty, fucking, hell-sent chelsea boot. 
And then Izzy Stradlin, as you know him, stands up and turns to you. 


I'll set up a meeting," he tells you, and he opens his mouth as if to say something else until he remembers 
that he knows better. Then he moves, lethargically, a step at a time, before breaking out into a full rhythm 
and walking away. It doesn't even occur to you that you've been deceived out of a blowjob but when it does, 
you find that you don't really care. You're left, still smoking your cigarette, and you feel all sorts of fucking 
things. 


Victory and happiness, ‘cause you got fucked over but at least you got your chance. 


Violation, because even though you got what you wanted, you had to suck a dick for it, which is clearly not 
your proudest moment. 


Sadness, because Izzy is a sad person and he lives a sad life. But you don't pity him, ‘cause he doesn’t deserve 
it. Some hardened kid who sells you drugs, effectively, who's kept a lighter for six years ‘cause it was a gift 
from his mom that he figures is disappointed in him even though he's never asked her. And that says a lot 


about him. 


But you'll have to wait and see, you guess. 
What else can you do? 
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Izzy Stradlin, as you know him, stands at 5ill, weighs [37 and sits directly opposite you, sipping a glass of 
whiskey. 


Izzy Stradlin, as you know him, maintains your eye contact. 


Izzy Stradlin, as you know him, has stuck to his word. 


It is here that you're meeting with Axl, Izzy and Ole to discuss your future with this band. Tracii's not in the 
picture, it seems. You question this, "No Tracii?" 


Axl snorts and Ole shakes his head. 


"You wouldn't be here if Tracii was still around," a scathing voice opposite rips into you. "Common fucking 


sense.” 


Izzy still stares, and he stares hard as fuck. You want to ask him what his problem is, but not tonight, for 


several reasons. 


Izzy's at home in a bar. The Rainbow hardly had brawls until Izzy turned up. He looks at you as though you're 
intruding. You damn well might be, this is Izzy's place of worship, booze, music and the room at his feet, ‘cause 
he supplies the pills to the guys and he treats the gals right. All this, and Axl sitting with him like fucking 
Jesus Christ at the Lord's right hand, makes him both seem and feel completely invincible. 


And good god, it turns you on, and you're repulsed. Absolutely disgusted. 


"Where'd you get that shiner, Slash?" Axl leans on his wrist, tone all sultry and deep. Izzy leans in slightly, 


narrowing his eyes, communicating to you to lie. 
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"Got into a fight," you announce, crystal clear, and then pick up your drink "But hey, you should see the other 


guy," you smile warmly, giving a split second of side eye to Izzy before slamming down the rest of your 


whiskey. Axl laughs along with you. Izzy, on the other hand, frowns. 


"Anyone up for another round?" Ole volunteers, hint of an accent peaking through, and the table grumbles a 


swift ‘yes’. "Let me guess, whiskey, whiskey and, uh, whiskey?" 


“Actually, I'll just take a beer," Axl calls. "Whiskey makes me too friendly." You could've sworn you saw him wink 
at you, but you reckon you're mistaken, though judging by the scowl on Izzy's face, you might not be. 


Ole leaves for the bar and Izzy leans back into his seat. If looks could kill, you'd be in the process of getting 
fucking cremated. Looks can't kill though, so you'll enjoy Izzy silently seething while Axl continues to laugh at 
your jokes. 

When Ole returns with your drinks, Axl sits up straight. "Right, | think it's time we talk work" 

"Work," you raise your eyebrows. 

Axl takes a long drink of his beer and turns back to you. 

"Work," he confirms. Ole nods alongside him, hair bouncing. Izzy remains quiet, relaxed with his arms folded and 
a hand playing along his jaw. He's overseeing the transaction, like a shady fucking lawyer; he's letting Axl play 
boss tonight. 

"So you wanna be in our band?" Axl says rather than asks, with a fantasy catlike smile. 

"If you'll have me," you keep yourself to yourself, all quiet and sultry ‘cause that's the type he likes. 

"| don't know if you've guessed," Axl's voice drops low, "but we want you." 

Izzy's eyes widen and he hastily adds, "as a guitarist.” 

Axl turns to him. "Well, what else would | fucking mean?" 

Ole takes a long sip of his whiskey. "Kid could play a mean french horn," he contributes dreamily. 


"Hey, you should see me on the sitar, man," you smirk along. 


"No openings for them, I'm afraid," Axl waves you off, grinning. "Got a cow bell that's collecting dust though, if 
you're interested." 


Ole snorts. "Izzy, your turn" 


Izzy shakes his head. Axl frowns very, very slightly. "You're quiet," he states the fucking obvious. 


Izzy leans back in his chair, shooting Axl a look, before standing up. 

"Gotta powder my nose," he says dryly, "thirty secs." 

Axl's face turns into something of urgency. 

"Izz, wait," he gets up clumsily, "I'll come with. Two minutes, guys." 

Izzy stalks off and Axl walks fast to keep up and they slip into the bathroom. You're confused as fuck, you 
don't know whether someone's upset someone or if there's some impromptu gloryholing taking place right in 
front of your very fucking eyes, until you catch Ole's eye and he flashes a big chesire cat fucking grin and 
mimes snorting a line. Right, onto it. 

Ole's a nice guy, you find out, though he's something like ten years your senior. You chat aimlessly for a 
couple of minutes about music and girls, but your eye keeps trailing towards the bathroom. Ole notices your 
side glances and raises an eyebrow. Great, so he thinks you're weird. 

"You sure they're just doing blow in there?" 

He chuckles, "wouldn't surprise me if they weren't, but I'm about ninety percent." 

You nod, and continue chatting. When the bathroom door opens, you try not to seem too interested, and you 
don't look over straight away when Axl sits down, but the second you turn your head you catch Izzy slinking 
round to his seat, rubbing his nose in a tell-tale move. It looks so natural for him; the giveaway of a misspent 
youth. 

"You were gone a while," Ole comments, "how many fucking lines did you do?" 

"Jesus, Ole," Izzy snaps, "very fucking discreet." 


"Try my best," Ole purses his lips and goes back to drinking. 


You notice Axl still rubbing his nose, twitching. His eyes are wide open, and you find yourself nodding; yeah, he's 
taken something else. Izzy's given him something else, obviously, but you begin to wonder why, exactly. 


‘lm taking it from here," Izzy declares, pulling his chair in closer. He leans in and rests his arms on the table. 


"You know what the score is, but we've got some shit to go over first." 

So Izzy wanted Axl out of the way, not surprising. You can tell already that Axl's the face of the band, but 
Izzy pulls the strings. Axl loves to think he's in charge, but he'll answer to Izzy anyway. Christ, Axl might be 
the fucking president but Izzy's goddamn Wall Street. 


“Should you live by yourself, and should we find a capable drummer in the next fucking month," Izzy exchanges 


a look with Ole, "your cut will be twenty five percent, yeah?" 


"Yeah," you nod, and sip on your whiskey. You never did like whiskey that much, but you might just have to 
get used to it. 


"That's generous,’ Izzy frowns. You make a face; Izzy definitely prefers people when they're begging, or when 
they're thanking him, or when they're on their knees with his cock in their mouth, but you're in the band so 
you couldn't give less of a shit. 

"Okay," you eye your whiskey, swilling it round in the glass, before looking back at Izzy. Ole snorts in the 
background, and Izzy has a face like thunder. You finish off your drink, with the taste of whiskey 
simultaneously burning your throat and, well, growing on you. 

"Axl, go get another round," Izzy orders. 


"Huh?" Axl snaps to attention, "But nobody's fin-" 


Izzy stares straight at you and polishes off his glass, slamming it back down Axl doesn't need any more 
convincing and stumbles off to the bar. You gesture towards him with your head. 


"Little something extra to shut him up, huh?" 
Izzy's not smiling but fondness plays around in his eyes, you're certain. He licks his lips and leans in closer. 


"How about a little something extra to shut you up?" The fondness moves swiftly from his eyes to his mouth; 


he smiles warmly but his eyes are dead. Again 

In the corner of your eye, you notice Ole shift. 

‘I'm fine, thanks." 

Izzy's eyes flash to you, then to Ole and back to you, then he leans back in his chair. 


"Whatever you say, kiddo," he side-eyes Ole again "Unless you can think of something to add, Ole, I'd say we're 


done here." 

Ole nods again, still silently sipping on his whiskey. 

"What, really?" You're surprised. 

"Yep," he kicks back in his chair before standing up and making his way to the bar, mumbling something under 


his breath as he goes. Ole looks at you with raised eyebrows and you mirror him - according to Izzy, ‘it's not 


worth the fucking hassle: 


"You two are gonna get on just fine," Ole snorts, and knocks back whatever's left in his glass. 
"Wait, what do we do now then?" 
"We get hammered, Slash," he winks at you. "C'mon, I'll buy you something fruity.” 


As it turns out, Ole is a lot of fun; he does, indeed, buy you something fruity, and you work your way through 
two glasses of a little peachy number before Axl turns to you. 


"What do you do for fun, Slash?" He turns to you, smiling oddly. 

"l, uh," you hum, "I'm not sure.” 

Axl narrows his eyes. "Play guitar? Watch the game? Go to orgies?” 

"Uh, two of those, yeah." 

"Two out of three ain't bad," Axl takes a sip on his drink and winks at you. "I won't bother asking which." 

"You can probably, uh, guess." 

"Don't kill the fantasy for me, Slasher." He smiles slyly and you laugh. 

Axl's easy to talk to. He really is. 

You talk to him for a good while, switch to beer, go up to piss. 

I's only when you stand up and make your way to the bathroom, you notice Izzy's eyes following you and the 
way they do makes you feel, suddenly, like you're walking death row. 

A dead man walking, that's you, though more like a dead man tipsy and stumbling to the bathroom, or a dead 
man drinking with two buddies and, uh, someone else. Or, if you're getting even more specific, a dead man 
caught sucking the cock of a drug dealing gypsy boy in a parking lot who now, seemingly, wants you dead. Jesus 


H. Christ. 


You push your way through the bathroom door and as you go, you glance back over your shoulder and spot 


Izzy leaning over Axl, whispering something in his ear. You frown, and close the door. 
Directly as you're pissing, the door opens and Ole traipses in, joining you. 
"Slash, man," he shakes his head, "you need to get a load of the pussy that's just come in" 


"Yeah?" You raise your eyebrows, uninterested and avoiding eye contact. 


"Honest to god, man," he shakes his head in disbelief, "you better get out there, it's your lucky night, a fucking 
band, and ladies like that? Christ!" 


Turns out, Ole's real fuckin’ friendly when he's had a couple, real fuckin’ talkative too. No sense of privacy 
whatsoever. But you take it lightheartedly, ‘cause he seems like a good ally in a band of you and, effectively, 
two of the most unpredictable people you think you'll ever know. 

After you've pissed, you wash your hands under Ole's scrutinising stare - seems he has a thing for hygiene - 
and make sure way back out. Sure enough, there's a gaggle of gals at the bar. Ole pats you on the back and 
strides out, and you and him spend the next half hour splitting rounds. 

There's girls laughing at your jokes, booze flowing and most importantly, Axl right next to you. He divides his 
time between you and Izzy, though you notice that he's been lingering on Izzy a little too long this time. Every 


time you cast a glance over, Izzy catches you. 


You try your best to ignore it, chatting with Ole and the girls, when you hear a soft baritone in your ear. 


"Having a good time?" 


Its slightly slurred, but it'll do. You look over at him and he's staring with large grey eyes. "Oh, yeah," you 


smile. 
"Me and |zz were just, uh, talkin," Axl's voice drops low, "and we think you're gonna have a good time with us." 


You know Axl's had a, uh, bit to drink. Is this what he meant by friendly? 


You can't hide your surprise. "Oh, yeah?" 
"We could show you a good time," his eyelids drop, "a real good time, couldn't we, 122?" 


You catch Izzy's eye and he's emotionless, but a pure sense of what could only be described as rage floats 


round his eyes. 
"Mm, sure,” Izzy frowns into his glass, "two minutes though." 


He finishes his drink and gets up, and he heads through a door with a murky fucking window that, you realise, 
is not the bathroom. Instead, he stalks through a separate door that you assume leads into the back. 


Axl sees me watching. 


"Don't worry about him." He says, looking away and sipping on his drink, sincere. His mood has changed, as if the 
high has completely disappeared. 


"Uh, yeah," you frown 


Axl spares a second glance. "I'll level with you, Slash, and you may not realise it, but Izzy's pretty friendly. He 


does, however, take his sweet fuckin’ time warming up to people." 
"Axl, uh," you take a breath, "I just don't think he likes me." 


Axl chuckles, staring straight ahead. "You know, | didn't wanna say anything," he hums, "but | have a feelin’ you 
might be right" 


You nod, and Axl stiffens, as if he's just realised what he's said. "He'll have to get over it, though," he 


comments under his breath, not aimed at you or anyone in particular. He goes back to drinking. 

You're conflicted, you remember that sly little glance from Izzy as he walked off, strutting like a grizzly 
fucking flamingo. You begin to wonder if he wanted you to follow him. If not, that's his fucking problem, 
because you need to investigate. You shouldn't, you know you shouldn't, and you don't really want to be alone 
with him. 

"l'm gonna, um," you sigh, running a hand through your hair, “I'm gonna go find him." 

"Sure," Axl states, investigating his glass. Ole is still talking to the girls. "Be careful, Slash." 


Christ, that's ominous. 


You stand up and, Jesus, the room spins. You breathe in and guide yourself as easy as possible to the back 


door, reaching in your pocket for a pack of cigs as you go; a peace offering, as it were. 
The door guides you into a small corridor, with a door to your front marked ‘private’ and a big, chunky fire 
exit. You place your bets on the fire exit, and push it open. Like an interspace vacuum, the cold air hits you. A 


dingy fucking alley lays itself out for you and you only, and you get a sickening sense of deja vu. 


You step out, fiddling with your cigs, pulling one out the pack and looking around. Izzy isn't out here. You breath 
a sigh of relief, almost, but not entirely. ‘Cause something isn't right. 


Your suspicions are confirmed when you hear a laugh, a small one, from behind you. 

"Looking for someone?" A mocking tone calls, and you nearly wince out of frustration even though he's already 
right, you did come looking for the motherfucker. What for, you don't know. Christ. Admit it, you're drunk and 
you wanted to see him again. 


"Nobody in particular," you call into the darkness though the voice is coming from behind you. 


You hear another laugh, still obnoxiously fake, and he's not wearing those shitty boots tonight so the clacking 
of his footsteps are replaced by dull thuds. A lot more butch, but not quite as menacing. 


You stay rooted to the spot, you're not going anywhere, and those thuds keep on coming; he traipses right up 


behind you, and you feel a pair of hands on your shoulders and a voice in your ear. 
‘| ain't very happy with you," he murmurs, "but l'm glad you came out here." 
| done somethin’ to piss you off, 122?" 


Another little chuckle in your ear. He moves his mouth right on up this time. 
You instinctively put your cigs away. 


"Oh, yeah, you pissed me off," his tone stops being alluring about halfway through his sentence. "You pissed me 
right off" 


You open your mouth to respond but before you can, you're shoved face first into the gravel from behind. 
Fuck, your reflexes are slow and the grounds spinning, you feel like you're upside-fucking-down, but panic sets 
in and you've scraped something, you forehead or your cheek or something. You push yourself around to find 
Izzy standing over you. 

"One reason why | shouldn't kick your ass," he snarls, towering. "Go." 

To be fair, you can't think of one. But you try. 


"Axl will hate you for it," you snap, and he stomps on your thigh. 


You ery out, though it didn't hurt too much. You push yourself up from the ground, stumbling, and you turn 
to face him straight on. 


"This ain't a fair fight," you tell him. 


"| don't want a fair fight," he snaps. 
Can't argue with that. 


"Well, | don't want a fucking fight at all," you narrow your eyes. "How about | buy you off with another blow 


job and send you on your way?" 
His face thunders. 


"We're in this band together now," he tells you, stepping forward; with each step, you stiffen. "| wouldn't let 
you touch me like that even if | wanted you to and I'll thank you to not fuckin’ mention that again. Don't ever 
think | won't kick the shit outta you." 


‘| ain't done shit to you tonight, yo," you scoff, and you begin circling each other. "Besides, it was your fella 


who's in there propositioning me for a fuckin- fuckin’ threeway-" 


"Nah, no way, Slash-" 


"No, Izz, | get it," you tell him. "You're either pissed that both of your..cheap fucks are talking to each other, 


or you're pissed that, once again, | didn't drop to my knees and blow you on arrival.” 
As he's turning, his face catches the streetlight again. He's scowling. 


"You know, you've got a real good face, Slash, I'd hate to ruin it," he spits out and points, “but | will. | fucking 


will, if you don't watch your mouth." 


"You're so insecure it's laughable," you tell him, stone faced, and you find yourself thinking that's it, that's it, 


you're gonna die. 


He shakes his head, mouth agape, eyes wide open, and you have time to think as he comes marching over, fist 
ready. He aims and you dodge it, and he stumbles. As he turns around, you aim without thinking, and your 
elbow connects with his cheek. He cries out and stumbles again, catching your eye as he balances himself. He 


stands still and so do you. He shakes his head again 


"You're dead, Slasher," he tells you. He rushes straight at you and you have time to grip on his hair as he 
smacks his fist onto your jaw. Fuck, he's a good hit and his ring cuts your lip, but you tighten your grip and 
he yells. You take the opportunity to yank him into a chokehold. 


He throws his head back on to your shoulder, gasping for air. He fidgets and wriggles, and you're more 
surprised that you got the upper hand in a fight with Izzy so fucking easily. Or you were, but Izzy was 
starting bar fights back when you were still scared to ask for a gats number. Izzy slams down with force, 
knowing you're drunk, and you stumble. You turn around in fear and catch his nose, but he spends right back 
round on you and busts you in the eye. You drop to the floor and he kicks you once, twice in the ribs, and 
once in the face. God, you're bleeding. He stops and you dread opening your eyes. 


"Get up," he commands, "get the fuck up.” 

You groan out, opening your eyes. He towers above you, pale and emotionless. 

You can't get up, but you don't know if he'll take no for an answer. He goes in his pockets and you see a flash 
of silver and oh, god, no. 

Izzy Stradlin, as you know him, stands at 5ill, weighs 130, and holds a fucking knife in his hand. 

‘| want you on your feet," he growls, "you're gonna learn not to fuck with me." 

You breathe out shakily, he's staring right at you. Through you. You might as well just be a carcass. Jesus, is 


he actually this pissed? Was this an actual fight and not just two drunks swinging and missing? Is he gonna 
knife you? Fucking hell, is he gonna knife you? 


"You don't need to teach me shit," you croak, failing your arms, "I'll leave, l'Il do whatever, don't you fucking 
come near me with that thing." 


Izzy's nose is bleeding. You've only just realised, because the blood is dripping to the top of his lip. He breathes 
hard. So do you. 


And he puts the knife away. You breathe out harder. 


"Nah, | don't want you to leave," he says softly, "you're just getting cocky and it's pissing me off. | wasn't 


gonna..cut you, yo, just scare you a little." 
He shifts his weight when you don't reply, "| mean, as much as | hate to say it, you're fucking amazing." 
On guitar, you hear him add in his head. 


You stumble to your feet, and Izzy doesn't do anything. He knows you're not a threat anymore. He's wrong, 


though. 

You investigate the blood on your cheek and lip, you won't bleed to death. And then you run at his full force, 
shoving him up against the wall and kneeing him in the stomach. You need to earn his respect. You won't let 
him treat you like shit forever. 

As he doubles you grab him by the neck and he struggles, gripping onto you with one hand and reaching in his 
pocket with the other. You get there before him, ripping the knife from his hand and tossing it away. You let 
go, and as he gasps for air, you take him by the hair and slam his face into the wall. He falls to his knees and 
he breathes hard, spluttering and coughing. 

You're still. So is he. 

"Quite fucking finished?" He rasps, retching. 

"I wish | wasn't," you tell him. He stumbles to his feet, maintaining eye contact. Neither of you trust the other. 
"Slash, let me ask you a fuckin’ question, yeah?" His voice is still shaky. "Why'd you fucking come out here?" 
"What?" 


"Why'd you fucking come out here if you didn't wanna fight?" 


You narrow your eyes. 


"You want the real reason?" 


He frowns. "Humour me." 

"l." you stop; christ, why did you come out here? "I wanted to, uh, see you again" 

Izzy looks confused for a couple of seconds, like you told him some sick fucking joke with an irrelevant 
punchline. Suddenly, it dawns on him, and he nods so softly and steps back into the shadows. You see a hint of 
a smirk playing round his lips. 


"Well," he begins, "this is all a misunderstanding then" 


When he sees you're not laughing, he drops the coy act, shifts his weight to the other foot and folds his 


arms. "You know, somehow, | got the impression sucking dick wasn't your thing.’ 
‘Its not," you fire back, "usually." 


He glares at you, and then smiles. 


"Never used to be my thing either." 
"Let me guess, until your habit got the better of you?" 


He laughs, but his tone is warning, "don't go there, Slash." 
He sways, and steps forward. You step forward too. 


"How drunk are you?" He asks. 

"A bit," you respond, 

"You buzzed?" 

"No, | don't- don't really, uh," you stumble over your words as he takes a baggie from his pocket. 

"Seems like itd suit you," he taps a bump onto his hand as he talks to you, right onto that spot between his 
thumb and his index finger. He snorts it like its a second fucking nature, though it might as well be. He rubs 


his nose, keeps on rubbing when he realises he's touching his blood, and breathes out loudly. 


"| don't offer my drugs to fucking anyone, kid," he says softly, glancing up and nursing the baggie like a child, 
"you'll like it. Trust me." 


"Izz, you're the last person on god's sweet green earth I'd ever trust," you tell him. His eyes glisten, you bet 


he's proud of that. 


"Do you trust me to take you back to mine?" He asks. 


"No," your reply is almost instinctive. He nods. 

"Do you trust me to fuck you in the men's bathroom?" 

"L." you shrug. "Probably not:" 

You're getting on his nerves; he shifts his weight again, rolls his eyes and gestures with his hand. 
"Do you trust me to blow you behind that fuckin’ dumpster?" 

"Syre" 

He scoffs sourly, "oh, spare me, Slash." 

"Izzy," you call out his name, as cool as possible, "are you attracted to me?" 
He flinches back as you move forward; you don't know why. 

"Attracted isn't a word | really use," he tells you, grinning sheepishly. 

"What word would you use then?" 

He thinks. "Fuckable.” 

Christ. That'll do just fine. 


"Don't get me wrong, man," he starts pulling a pack of cigs out of his back pocket. "You're a damn beautiful kid, 
but that doesn't do much for me." 


He passes a cigarette to you; you thank him; and he pulls one out for himself. 


"| like my lays to be faceless," he explains, mumbling through his cig as he tries to light it. It's a cheap dollar 
store light, and it takes him three goes until it catches. 


"Easier to imagine something else,” you acknowledge, and immediately regret it. Izzy, however, doesn’t snap or 


hiss or yell. Instead, he looks at you and chuckles. 


"Bingo," he says, blandly. He walks over swiftly, having lit his cig, and you nearly bolt until you realise he's just 
lighting yours for you. You're shit scared of him. That's not good. 


The two of you stand there smoking in silence. 
You stare at each other: you really take him in and you know he's doing the same. 


His face isn't busted, not even close, a bloody nose is equivalent to a scratch on a pane of glass. 


Part of you feels self conscious now, ‘cause you're still rocking that shiner he gave you from the other night 


and now your lip's cut and you're sure as hell bruised. 


You know, Izzy's not attractive. Attractive's not the right word. 


Fuckable, however, is. 
After a couple of minutes, he stubs out his cig. 
"So," he declares, scraping the heel of his boot against it, "we doin’ this or what?" 


You never used to see the appeal of casual sex. You do now. 
You nod cautiously and stub out your cigarette in a similar manner, before trailing sullenly behind him. The fire 


exit is still open, and you find yourself in that little corridor again. 
"Will it be too suspect if we just both walk in together?" 


"Yeah," Izzy nods, but he moves forward anyway. 


Though as he's about to push his way through the door, he stops. 
"You know what," he says, turning to you, "no." 
"No?" 


"No, we'll do this differently," he glances out the small window again, "go back out through the alley, I'll meet 
you out front.” 


"Thought we were, uh, gloryholin’ it?" 
He grins. "No, we'll do this properly. Meet you there in five." 


You begin to walk out, but stop as soon as Izzy leaves through the door. When the door shuts, you peak 
through the murky window, and catch Izzy striding back over to Axl and Ole. You've never been much good at 
lipreading, but Axl nearly chokes on his drink trying to get his words out. Izzy grabs his jacket off the chair, a 
denim one, and slings it over his shoulder. He leans on the bar and you can't see what he's saying because he's 
got his back to you. You see him gesture with his free hand and Axl laughs. Izzy then leans over to whisper 
something in his ear, you almost feel jealous but you're not sure who of. You glance over at Ole, and you 
catch his eye. He's spotted you. And you're not sure what Izzy's just told them but Ole looks like he doesn't 
believe a word. He breaks eye contact and says something to Izzy, and you leap behind the wall in case he's 


pointing you out. 


You shake it off and make your way back through the alley. 


When you reach the front, Izzy's there waiting, he must've been the bathroom because the blood under his 
nose has been wiped away. He sees you and smiles, he knows you were watching him and he does not give the 
slightest. 

"Figured you might've had second thoughts," he says. Liar. 


‘tm on my third right now," you tell him. 


He gives you a pity laugh. You frown. 
He starts walking and you follow him. 


"Where are we going?" 

"Told you, I'm gonna do this properly," he says, not looking over at you. “I'm gonna wine and dine you." 
"Wine and dine?" 

"Well, wine, at least," he shrugs. "I'm not..drunk enough to do this yet" 

He sees your expression 

"Hey, nothin’ on you," he frowns. "Honestly, Slash, just- get a drink with me. | really need a drink" 
"We just left a bar, Izz." 

"I can't drink with those guys," his frown deepens. "I need to be in a certain mood, and l'm just not." 
"And what mood are you in right now?" 

He just laughs. You get the picture, and decide not to press him. 


He leads you down the road, and the next, and the next. He leads you along the corner, down the valley, 
through the street - jaywalking son of a bitch - and down the next one. 


And he stops you outside of a bar, a pretty sleek looking one. 

"Don't let the outside fool you," he tells you. "The inside is about as sleazy as they come: 

"Oh, perfect" You smile. 

You go inside and the place is dead, save for a few guys playing pool near the back It's dimly lit with purple 


fluorescents. The guys in the back eye you curiously, but you'd expect that anyway because you're two guys 
with black eyes and bloody noses wearing thrift store women's clothes. Though as soon as you spot the 


amount of leather it strikes you. 

"Grab a booth," Izzy tells you. 

"Shit, Izz, this is a biker bar." 

"Yeah," he nods, "a damn good one, only place in town you can order twenty-twenty off a menu. Sit" 

You take his orders and you grab a booth. Fuck, all you wanted was to suck a dick. 

And now you're about to get stabbed by suspicious men in the bluest bar in town ‘cause Izzy Stradlin only 
drinks a wine so disgusting that this is the only place you can buy it. 

He comes back with two glasses and slides in opposite. 

"They both for you?" 

He flashes you a look. "I don't drink alone." 


| hate twenty-twenty, man," he ignores me and slides a glass over to me. "I don't even like nightrain" 


| take a sip and recoil, yeah, it's vile. Izzy nearly downs his in one; he's an old pro, and it's not ‘cause he likes 
the taste, he knows that as well as | do. Though what it lacks in taste, it makes up for in dutch courage. 


'Izz," you say, he ignores you and keeps drinking. "Izzy." 

"Mm?" He puts his glass down and raises his eyebrows. 

"Izz, you have got to tell me you don't plan on touching me up in here." 

His attention snaps onto you. "Fuckin' hell, Slash, a little louder would do just perfectly." 


"Izz, you know what I'm here for, why are we making pleasantries when we've just kicked the shit out of each 
other?" 


"Nobody asked you to make pleasantries," he snaps, finally. Izzy's nasty streak is showing a lot tonight, but his 
restraint is limited. "Shut up and drink, Slash. I've had a long ass, bad fuckin’ day, Axl in my ear, had to stare 
at you all from across a table all night-" 

"Shall | leave then?" You snap back. He waves his wrist. 


"| don't give a fuck, Slash, | can find another kid just like you anywhere." 


"Sure, but it won't be me," you take a long sip of the wine as he stares at the bottom of his glass. He pulls a 


face which suggests he couldn't care less. "It won't be Axl either." 

"Christ, you act like the mere mention of Axl is my Achilles’ fucking Heel," if the bar weren't so empty, he'd've 
barked that. His voice lowers to a whisper. "Whatever you wanna throw at me, | already know, so do your 
worst, pack up and leave, whatever, go into the bathroom and slip a ten under the door, | don't care." 

He downs the rest of his wine but he doesn't leave. 

"Never seen you this defensive before," you state quietly. 

"The whiskey from earlier didn't help." He blinks, and looks away. 

"Can | ask about Axl?" 

He fiddles with his empty glass. "Sure." 

"Can | ask about you and Axl?" 

He knows what you meant. 

He chuckles sadly, and closes his eyes. 

"Ill tell you another time." 

Silence between you. 

I'm sorry," you shrug. 

“Apologising,” he grunts, "super sexy." 

"Oh, fuck off, Izzy." 

"Ever tried fucking with a grudge, Slash?" He looks straight at you. "That's what we did last time." 


"Yeah, you forced me to deepthroat you in a parking lot" 


"But, thing is, Slash, you fucking loved it," he takes your glass from your hand and downs what's left of it. He 
slams it back down and points right at you. "Why else are you here?" 


You're almost ashamed, because you don't know whether this is Izzy's way of prepping for sex by riling you up 


as much as possible, or if he's just saying these things because they're true. 
"You're practically begging for it," okay, now he's just fuelling his own ego. "Do some shots with me." 


You open your mouth to decline but he's already up and over at the bar. 


He orders, and then turns around and motions for you. 

You stand up and walk over, you're not sober at all. 

"We're going shot for shot," he soothes. The bartender pours out several shots; whiskey, again. 
You eye the first suspiciously. 

"You're an absolute piece of shit, Izz" You declare, as you down the first shot. 

Izzy smiles, and downs his. 


The whiskey burns. You pick up the second. 
"I have no sympathy for you and you deserve everything you get" You state, and you down it. 


Izzy's smile widens, the bartender looks vaguely confused and leaves to tend the opposite end of the bar. If 


Izzy wants a grudge, you'll give him a grudge. 
You pick up the third, "I hope you die," you raise it to him and down it, and he erupts in a fit of giggles. 


Soon, you're going shot for shot, insult for insult, and Izzy's nearly in hysterics when you reach your last 


shot, clearly drunk, and simply tell him "you're just a shit Tom Waits." 


You've never seen Izzy genuinely laugh and if you weren't so drunk, you'd appreciate it. Like most other people, 


he looks a lot nicer when he's smiling. 

"Horny yet, asshole?" You ask, and nearly fall off the stool. 

"You've totally killed the mood," he shakes his head, grinning. 

"| don't give a fuck," you snort, and his eyes glisten over with that funny sort of fondness again 
"Yeah, neither do |," he smiles. He kicks his stool back and grabs his jacket. "Let's roll.” 


"Fucking hell, where to now?" You struggle to stand up and you stumble, Izzy grabs onto your shoulder and 


you balance you rself. 


| was gonna suggest a cosy little alley or stairwell, or, uh, some bathroom hijinks, but," he glances over his 


shoulder, "I don't know if | can take those guys in this state." 
You snort. "Big, bad Izzy can't handle his liquor." 


"Big, bad Izzy thinks you should look in the fucking mirror." He glances down at you. 


He turns to you, and you grin. "Alley or stairwell, then?" 


He pretends to think. "Uh, alley," he says, finally. "Where there's stairwells, there's people and, um, | don't 


wanna have to explain this to Ax in the police station" 
"l'm not worth a night in the slammer?" 
He winks at me. "Babe, you're not worth a fucking minute." 


The two of you burst out the door, laughing, and you spin around to find him behind you; before you can 
catch your breath, he takes your face in his hands and plants a long, wet kiss along the end of your jawline. 


"In the middle of the fuckin’ street?" You push him off, and he howls with laughter. He's drunk as fuck. He sets 
off down the street and you stay where you are before he turns back to you and gestures gruesomely. You 


find yourself laughing along and you can't see straight but you run to join him anyway. 


It takes a good deal of insulting, stumbling, cackling and poor dirty talk before either of you remember what 


you're looking for. Though while you're trying to remember, something else occurs to you. 


"2z?" You ask for his attention; his arm is slung around your shoulder and he's clinging on to you like a baby 


fucking koala. But you're drunk. It doesn't matter. 
"Hm?" He lifts his head up, eyes sparkling. 
"What were you sayin to Axl at the bar? While | was gone?" 


He stops in his tracks and takes you by the waist, spinning you in half a circle. "X-Rated," he murmurs into 


your hair, "you're too young to know." 

"Oh, fuck off," you laugh even though its not funny and shove him off. 

"You wanna know, don't you?" He glances down at you, eyes still glinting. "You'll get all pissy if | don't tell you." 
"Yeah, | fuckin’ will," you sneer at him. 

"Good," he leaves your side and winks at you. "Fucking with a grudge." 

'Izz, do me a favour, hop in your Ol 55 for me and fuck off right now." 


He keeps walking down the street but you hear him snort loudly. 
"Where the fuck are you going?" You call after him, jogging down to meet him. 


"Hold on, hold on," Izzy sighs helplessly with a massive grin on his face, and darts into an alley, looking round 
and ducking suspiciously like Fred fucking Jones. Zoinks, indeed. 


"What the fu- what are you doing?" You snort. 


"Checking for bums," comes the reply, and you nearly fall to pieces before something grabs your hand and 
pulls you into the darkness. It all gets a bit too real, 


Izzy hooks his fingers through your belt loops and pulls you in further, kissing you deeply. In your drunken 
state, you grab his forearms and nearly push yourself away, but he's gripped on hard enough not to notice. 
You settle your arms against his chest and kiss him back. He bites your lip and you make a guttural sound, not 
really a moan, but he takes this as a sign of encouragement. He walks you against the wall and gets a bit 
rougher, pushing you and grabbing your arms, pinning them either side of you. 

"Fuck, I've been waiting for this all night," he slurs in between biting your neck. 


"Liar," you fire back, but you groan for him nonetheless. 


"I ain't stopped-" Funnily enough, he stops and kisses along my jaw, "stopped thinking about you since that 
night." 


"Yeah?" You're still drunk, but you're unsure. This doesn't sound like Izzy, but of course it won't, he's drunk. 


Not only is he drunk, he's absolutely wasted. 


"God, you looked so good on the fucking ground like that," he hisses, yeah, he's sounding more like Izzy. "I did- 
didn't want to keep this goin’ but christ, you- how could | say no to an offer like that?" 


He looks at your mouth heavily and kisses you again, shoving his whole tongue in your mouth. You groan again, 


and he repays you with a raspy little noise of his own. 
‘lm sorry | ain't no pretty white boy," you tell him softly when he breaks away. He starts pulling at your belt. 


If you think | brought you out here to pretend you're Axl, you're wrong," he says sternly, still fucking with 
your belt. "| want you tonight” 


He looks up at you when he says that, and he smirks at your expression 


"Don't look so shocked," he drunkenly teases, and pulls you closer when you open your mouth. "Stop talking 


now. 
Well, if he insists. 


He shoves his tongue back into your mouth and you note that it's not violating anymore. It's not really 


enjoyable but nothing in life truly is. 


He finally gets your pants open and leaves your mouth to focus on his own, resting his forehead against yours. 


For someone so drunk, he's efficient. He breathes heavily. So do you. 


"The things | could do to you," he murmurs, and kisses you softly. You're starting to get hard, Izzy's one step 
ahead. He grinds into you and you hum in pleasure. He whispers a string of filthy things into your ear as he 
Touches you, and as much as you want to enjoy it, something feels off; you can't tell if Izzy's gypsy streak 
has rubbed off on you and left you hyper sensitive to bad vibes, or if it's Izzy himself and you're just doomed 
to feeling this way every time he goes for your cock Izzy's a lot more complicated than he appears, or maybe 
its the other way round. What you thought was hot in the bar is now questionable. If you fuck him tonight, 


you can't do it again, but you don't even know if you want to fuck hm at all; you were so sure 
"God, Slash," he whispers into your neck, "let me take you home” 

"Huh?" 

"Back to the apartment, let me- let me fuck you, Slash, properly." 


No, that's it. There's too much risk. This is too real. 


You struggle against him for a second, but he doesn't realise you want to move. 


"No, |zz," you look down at him and he turns his head to meet your eye. "That's.. | can't do that, man, you 


can't do that either." 
"Fuck that," he says deeply, "I can do what | want and so can you, so don't..be a martyr, just go with-" 


"I can do what | fuckin’ want and | want to stop," you tell him. He stiffens, still in your neck, and stays like that 
for what feels like minutes. And then he quickly moves back. 


He steps out into the alley, zips up his pants and thrusts his hands in his pocket. 
"Do your thing, Slash," he stares you down, eyes still glossy with intoxication. 


"Izzy," you frown, pulling up your pants unceremoniously. "Yo, fuck- fuckin’ one of us has to take, like, 
responsibility here." 


He slowly starts to walk away, eyes lingering on you for as long as possible. His boots thud against the ground. 
In the darkness you can see blood beginning to drip from his nose again. "Do your thing," he calls as he turns 


his back and leaves. As quickly as it started, it's over. Completely abrupt, like it was nothing. 


And you're left, cold and aroused and alone, with his fingertips still lingering on your neck and your back and 
your wrists. Your lip and your cheek and your fucking shiner that's still throbbing ‘cause he caught it again 


while you were fighting. 

He's no good, that's why you called it off. 

You don't like him, that's why you called it off. 

But you still stare after him for a solid few minutes. 


You frown. He really is just... just a shit Tom Waits. 


And, despite that, there's a longing sense of sadness in the air as you walk yourself back home. 
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lzzy Stradlin, as you know him, stands at Sill, and leans lethargically against the door of the apartment you've 
been staying in 


Izzy Stradlin, as you know him, looks tired, pale, lethargic, with a bruised face that's fading quickly. 
Izzy Stradlin, as you know him, has been avoiding you. 


| want you to know, Slash," he tells you, eyeing you as he pulls out a pack of cigarettes, "that | am, right now, 


completely sober." 

You haven't seen him for a couple days, not after all that. He kept well away to the point where you wondered 
if he was ever coming back and now, in typical Izzy fashion, he appears out of nowhere and like a vampire, 
demands to be let inside. 

"You gonna invite me in?" 

"Why?" 

"Reckon we need to talk, don't you think?" 

He moves himself, arms still folded, and walks into the apartment, side eyeing you as he goes. 

"Nice place," he comments. "Not yours." 

"No," you murmur, following him. "It's, uh, a friend's" 


He waves a hand and cuts you off, Turning to face you. 


"You're in the band. You know that, right?" He looks you up and down, frowning. You swallow hard and nod. 


"Yeah, well, can't say I'm really at peace regarding our, uh, current situation" 
You snort. "No shit." 


"You ain't in this band ‘cause you sucked me off in a damn parking lot," he frowns again, this time in confusion 


"You know that - right?" 


"Right" 

He breathes heavily. "And you ain't in this band because you kicked the shit out of me" 

"Right" 

"And you ain't in this band ‘cause Axl wants you." He stiffens. "You're in the band ‘cause | call the shots." 
"| get it, Izzy," you tell him. 

He turns to look at you, and raises an eyebrow. 


"What do you want?" you ask him desperately, because he might not wanna see you but you sure as fuck 


don't wanna see him either. 


"Slash, I-" he's unsure of what to say. He frowns. "We can't be-" He pauses again. "We're in trouble, me and 


you." 


"I know," you tell him, and he nods. 


He walks further into what is not your apartment, and looks around. He fumbles for his lighter, "mind if | 


smoke?" 

"Yeah, actually, rather you wouldn't" 

He spins round to face you, but keep his eyes on his packet of cigs. "What if | leant out the window?" 
You pause. "You know what, whatever, go for it" 

"You wanna share one?" 

You pause again "You know what," you sigh, "whatever. Go for it” 


He requires your help in pushing open the window, and leans himself out precariously. You slide in next to him 


and he lights up. You take a moment to eye him over. 
"Have you." you start, and he looks at you. "lzz, no offence, but did you take a shower?" 
He snorts, and puffs on the cigarette. "They're few and far between, kiddo, but they happen" 


He passes the cigarette to you. 


"So you been avoiding me, or it just take you a week to wash the shit out your hair?" You take a drag. 
He laughs a little. "Bit of both." 


"Any news on the western front?" You ask, half-assed, inspecting the cig. You highly suspect he's having you 
smoke a virginia slim and very nearly ask to see the packet, but brush it off. 


"le wants out," you hear him say. 
Your head snaps up. You pass the cig back to Izz. ‘No way," you raise your eyebrows. "Why?" 
Izzy waves his hand, "he's, uh, flaky’ 

"0h," you nod, confused, but you don't press it. "Right So what are you gonna do?" 

"We," he says. 

"Sorry?" You blink 


"We," he says, smoking effortlessly, eyes downturned and scraping along the sidewalk below. "Just told you you 


were in the fuckin’ band, yo. Ain't up to me no more." 

You nod, slowly, narrowing your eyes in confusion. "Right. So what are we gonna do?" 

He glances over at you as he puffs away. His eyes soften. "Audition bassists, whenever you're free." 
"That what Axl sent you down here to tell me?" 

He stiffens again, "Axl ain't sent me nowhere, Slash, here of my own sweet accord” 

"God only knows why.” 

He snorts, "tell me about it, this area's a fuckin’ dump, | hate it. How come you here, anyway?" 

You blink, "I'd rather not, uh, go into it" 


"Sure," he shrugs, and then he pauses. 


"Slash," you hear him say, with a drastic charge in his tone of voice. 


"Yeah," you purse your lips and move from the window, taking off your jacket and throwing it down on the 
sofa. His eyes follow you, and he moves himself from the window and instead perches himself on the ledge. He 


ignores what you said earlier and smokes away; he didn't forget, he just knows you won't stop him. 


"Do | intimidate you?" He asks inquisitively, so innocently you want to hit him. 
"No," you say. It's the truth. Sometimes. He scoffs, and scratches the back of his head. 
"Well," you catch his eye and he stares you right down. "Good" 


You shrug. He stays quiet for a minute, and then opens his mouth. 
"If that's the case, | got somethin’ to say to you, Slash," he says slowly, "you gonna listen?" 


You blink, long and hard, to signal that yes, you will listen. 
He nods. 


| shouldn'tve started this," he laments. He points with his cigarette still between his fingers. "| shouldn't've 
fucked with you. This is all my fault an' I'll take the responsibility.” 


"Okay," you frown. 

He shifts his weight anxiously, then takes a drag on his cig. He folds his arms. 

"That didn't change shit, did it?" 

"Not a damn fuckin’ thing, Izz" 

"What can | do to make it better?" he states in full seriousness almost instantly, nearly cutting you off. 
"To make it better, the fuck's that meant to mean?" 


"Y'know, to make it- to make it, like, christ," he stares hard and taps his foot compulsively. "I'm asking you 
what |, personally, can do to make things not..the way they are." 


You open your mouth, and close it almost instantly. You don't know. 
It can't carry on," he frowns, "if not for your sake, then for mine. ‘Cause Ax was asking questions." 
"Questions?" 


"You're awfully one-wordy Today, ain't you," he eyes you. "So he was askin’ me why | was all weird with you 


and shit, lied and said | moved in on your girl." 
"And what did he say?" 


"He said, ‘oh, good, thought y'all had been fucking.” 


"You're full of shit," you tell him. 

He laughs, "oh, yeah," he tells you. He turns to the window and ashes his cig, "got an ashtray?" 

At his command, you reluctantly finding yourself in the kitchen, pulling a cracked mug out from the depths of 
the cupboard. Your friend - a salesman of sorts, of which you are a very loyal patron - does not smoke. 
There's a cobweb inside it so you rinse it out. You look at the front; it's a very charming Garfield mug, so 
charming that you might just drink from it one day. You both hate Mondays after all 

You walk back into the living room and pass him the mug with a grunt. He's standing at the window again. He 
grunts back as he takes it, turning around to face you. He looks at the mug. "Nice," he comments, and ashes 


his cig inside it. You didn't bother to dry it. 


"Now," he sighs, turning and settling his ass on the window ledge he'd just been leaning out of, "we're gonna 


have to do something here so | can leave reassured." 
"You're hinting at something," you comment suspiciously. 
"What?" he looks at you incredulously and frowns. "No, I'm not, Slash, but if you've got any ideas, by all means." 


"Well, hey, don't shoot me, but," you joke, waving your arms out in a fake surrender; he rolls his eyes, "I feel 


like you came here to fuck me, Izzy." 
You could see his mouth open while you were mid sentence, but now it's firmly shut. 


"Well, | didn't," he begins, pursing his lips, "so let's add that to the list of what we're not gonna do. Now how 


about what we are gonna do?" 

"You already said that you're the problem here. So | don't know why you're asking me," you fold your arms. 
He scowls. "A little help would be nice." 

You snort, "get a vasectomy.” 


Izzy shakes his head as he puffs on his cigarette. "Actually, Slash, while my seemingly important boner for you 
is a large factor, you do have a major attitude problem. And that won't fly." 


"How about you just quit the band?" 
"How about you shut the fuck up?" 


"| may have an attitude problem but you have a temper, Izzy, and that won't fly either." 


He snorts. "You ain't worked with Axl yet. And | know you think he's up your ass but the fantasy won't last 
long. A temper comes in handy when you're working with him; an attitude problem will just make him dislike 
you." He talks firmly and sternly with a lot of authority, and you find yourself respecting it; he takes one last 
drag and stubs out his cig into the Garfield mug. "So sort it, Slash. | won't ask again" 


He places the mug on the coffee table and stands to grab the jacket he left flung on the couch, right where 
you dropped yours. 


"Don't tell me you're leaving," you tell him. 


"| don't think l'm getting anywhere with you, you're pissin me off," he shrugs, not even glancing at you. 


“Besides, places to be, kiddo." 


"No, don't, I'm sorry," you find yourself saying, and it all comes out in a big long string. He looks you in the eye 


and his frown deepens. You're surprised too 
"Don't be," he tells you, cautiously. 

"Izzy," you begin, but you're unsure. "You ready for this?" you ask him 

As he pulls his jacket on, he locks you straight in the eye. "Try me," he says. 
"Hts all on me” 


He raises his eyebrows but doesn't exhibit anything that could be interpreted as encouraging you. Instead, he 


waits. 

"| know you told me not to be a martyr, but it's the truth, | guess." 
He blinks, "when did | say that?" 

"The other night, Iz. In the alley." 


He frowns, "I remember that night in bits and pieces, Slash." He pauses, remembering the right in bits and 


pieces. "Shit, l'm- | don't usually drink spirits, they ain't my friend. I'm sorry about hitting you." 


'Its- whatever, it's fine," you wave your hand. It wasn't the spirits, it was the coke, but you keep your mouth 


shut. "Look, | don't wanna say this but | think lm attracted to you." 
He looks disinterested all over again "Noted," he tells you. 


"An I'm just not right about it" Its hard to articulate, you realise, and Izzy sees you struggling. 


"Oh," Izzy manages out. You nod in agreement. 


Izzy moves closer to you, unsure but ultimately in a comforting way. "I'm, uh, I'm sorry,” he says, confused. 


Its hard to tell if you're on the same page. 

“Thanks.” You tell him. 

Izzy manages to collect himself, and shoves his hands into his pockets. He looks you straight in the eye. "You 
know, listen, a lot of fuckin’ people try to psychoanalyse me and | don't fucking like it. | think ‘cause of Ax I'm 
guilty by association, you know? So | don't make any effort to, uh, psychoanalyse anyone else, but." 

"But you're going to." 

He blinks, "if you'll let me." 

You stare at him for a minute, and smirk. 

"Go on, then" 

"You ever been with a guy before?" 

Not properly. "No." 

"You sure it's not just that?" 


"Izzy, | think it might just be you," you tell him, shaking your head. "You're- | don't know. You're..look at you, |.” 


He eyes you, totally offended. A bad sign. 


You can't back out now, not if you're gonna fix anything. 


‘Let's be real, Izz, you're a junkie. And you're an asshole, and you have Axl, who | always thought you didn't 


deserve but ever since | met you it ain't Axl I've been thinkin’ about" 

He flinches. You realise that that fixed absolutely nothing. 

"I think if you knew me better you wouldn't be thinkin’ of me like this," he says curtly. 
"Aint nobody fucking knows you. You won't let anybody close enough to-" 

"Bullshit," he catches your eye and spits the word out. "You wrote me off" 


“Cause you cornered me in a parking lot" 


"Did you want it, though?" Izzy's eyes are angry. "As far as | know, you wanted it. And you're just hanging on 
for reasons not to be attracted to me ‘cause you can't bear the thought of actually wanting me." 


"Now you're psychoanalysing," you quip, and you almost brace yourself for a punch before you realise that 


Izzy's argument is emotional, not physical. 

"Because l'm a junkie, right? And what else, an asshole? | mean, pardon me for not being a fucking 
philanthropist but I'm twenty-four and shit broke in the middle of fuckin’ Los fuckin’ Angeles, | gain and lose 
nothing from being too tasteless for you to want to fuck." 

You open your mouth but he keeps going. 

"Not that it matters, ‘cause we can't fuck anyway, but people have been giving me shit my entire life and | 
won't let anyone, least of all you, fuckin’ patronise me any further," he moves forward and shoves you in the 
chest with one hand before turning around and leaving. "Later, Slash. Axl will call with rehearsal details." 

"Can you hold on a fucking second?" 


"Why?" he asks, glancing over his shoulder. You stop. He makes a good point. Why, indeed? 


I's quiet between the two of you. Izzy's been more vocal, more emotional this afternoon than you've ever 


seen him. More sober. 

There's a guilty glint in your eye. You are sorry, a little bit, but you think maybe he overreacted. Then again, 
you ain't never seen Izzy overreact. You've not just hit a nerve, you've played with it. Izzy must be really, 
really goddamn into you. 

You shake your head and shrug. 

He opens his mouth, but you get there first: "I'm sorry," you tell him. "Genuinely." 


He stares at you, but you can see the corners of his mouth pulling up into a smile. 


"You know, | was about to tell you not to say fuckin’ sorry," he twangs with a harsh smile, "besides, who the 


fuck are you to have standards? You fuckin’ little street rat." 


You grin and sink yourself into the sofa You nod your head towards the seat next to you. He looks at it and all 


of the emotion drops from his face, just for a second, as he considers it. Then, finally, he sits down. 
"Thought you had places to be." You comment, looking away. 
"They can wait," he states, crossing his legs and folding his arms. "Go on, turn on the fucking TV." 


You do just that. And you sit, and you watch General Hospital together. 


You can see him, out the corner of your eye, reach into his pocket and fiddle with his box of cigs. Then, 


suddenly, he stops, as if he's just remembered something - that you told him not to smoke, you like to 


imagine - and leaves the pack in his pocket. 

"Smoke if you want," you tell him, “don't give a fuck." 

He keeps his eyes focused on the screen. "You wanna share one?" 
"Very liberal with your smokes today, Izzy, you dyin?" 

He huffs out a laugh, "yeah, guess | must be." 


He reaches into his pack of cigs and pulls out a joint. Still focused on General Hospital, he holds it in his left 
hand and offers it To you. "Too early the afternoon?" 


His eyes then trail to his hand, and then to you. You, however, are still focused on the joint. You're rejoicing; 
closest thing you've had to a joint in the apartment for three days is shitty bong water and, end of the day, 


Izzy's a drug dealer. Whatever shit he's smoking must be good. 


"Nah, man, right on fuckin’ time," you grin. He grins and his tongue trails along the bottom of his canines. He 
pulls out his shitty zippo, the one you saw that first night, and lights up expertly. He does his thing, and you 


watch a young doctor do his. You've never seen General Hospital before. 


Izzy's lit up, inhaling through the mouth, exhaling and inhaling though the nose. What's that called? It's got a 
name that you can't remember. All you know is you really, really want a hit of the joint. Izzy takes another 
drag and does the same technique, then passes the joint to you. You don't know no fancy tricks, you just take 
a big ass hit, hold it and exhale it any way it comes out. You lie your head back on the couch, and the young 
doctor from that soap is still doing his thing. You're doing yours. Come to think of it, he's starting to look good. 
Maybe you are gay after all. 


Izzy clears his throat, and you chuckle under your breath. You take another drag and pass it back. He 


continues to smoke away, utilising all his little tricks. You're beginning to wonder if he's trying to impress you. 


Maybe. 

"You don't have to impress me," you say out loud. 

He doesn't even looked at you. He's eyeing up Mr. General Hospital as well. 

If you get impressed, that's your own damn fault," he smiles. "Anyway, what would you rather | do? Just 
shove out all the good stuff like you? You're not getting half of what I'm getting.” 


"Nah, | don't need fancy tricks to get high." 


"Don't get moody just ‘cause you can't do them," he rolls his eyes, "besides, this is good pot, don't want you 
wasting it." 


It is good pot, he's right. But also he's wrong. You're started to not quite know why he's wrong, but he's wrong. 
"If anything, you're the one wasting it. Hogging it. Piece of shit." 


Izzy laughs at you and you reach over to take it from his hand. He moves his hand away as you reach, so 


that you're leaning over him. 


‘Careful, Slash," he warns you, his tone suddenly serious. With his other hand, he carefully pushes you back. 


His mouth, however, is upturned, open in a sort of sick curiosity. 

"Yeah, alright, don't blow your load, Izz," you move back to where you were sitting. He snorts. 
"Alright, you want some more?" 

"Thought you'd never ask, Izz" 

"Close your eyes and open your mouth." 


You close your eyes, but then the rest of the sentence sinks in. You open them. 
"Excuse me?" 


He leans back and takes a long drag, then holds it as he leans forward, gesturing you to open your mouth. You 
open it slightly cautiously, and you almost flinch away when his face comes close, but he exhales everything 
into your mouth. You breathe it in, and he pulls away. Your face, instinctively, follows his. Then he pauses and 


so do you, and suddenly you feel rather embarrassed. 


He stares at you, suspiciously, but doesn't back down. You hold your glare long enough to see his eyes trail 
down to your mouth, and then flash right back up, as if nothing had happened. 


"Careful, Slash," he warns again. 

‘Careful, Izzy," you warn him right back. 

He holds your stare for what seems like years. He takes another drag and exhales. Your way, this time. 

"You wanna go again?" He asks. 

"Sure," you tell him. 

He inhales, holds it, and brings his face closer than before. Your noses touch, and you can feel the warmth of 


his breath as you breathe in. You inhale as much as you can, and he doesn't move afterwards. You, however, 


do move. 


Except, Jesus H, you move forwards, and you're kissing him hard. 


He's kissing you harder. You initiated it, its your fault, so just admit it. 
You're attracted to Izzy Stradlin. 
"Hold on, hold on," he whispers, and pulls away to put the blunt out into the mug. 


Your stomach knots as he pushes his tongue back into your mouth, and you brace yourself for the horrible 


tang of cigs or booze or coffee, but it never comes. 


Sure, there's a damp, smokey taste on his tongue but it ain't that bad. You can taste something, uh, sweet, 
maybe. He doesn't really taste nice ‘cause nobody tastes nice but he tastes human. There's a weird mix in 
there, sure, there's cigs, you ain't never getting rid of that taste; you put your money where your mouth is 
and you shove your tongue right in. His mouth tightens around it and you realise, you're tasting.toothpaste? 


Mouthwash? Maybe he just switched his cigs to menthols. 

Oh, god, look at yourself, you think. Sat on the couch in the middle of a room that's neither yours nor his, 
your hand clamped on to the arm thats creeping round your shoulder in the most masculine way possible. You 
pull away and as you do, he sucks on your tongue for all of a second before it leaves his mouth. The General 


Hospital credits ring out over the apartment. 


You stare at him, brows furrowing, and he looks back at you, seemingly vulnerable with bloodshot eyes; they 


curl around the conversation, smiling for him. At least, you think they are. 

"If you're gonna send me packin'’, do it now, man." 

You could do. That's definitely an option. It always has been, really. Or has it? You don't know, its murky. You 
can't tell him yes, in case you change your mind. And you don't really want to tell him no, but you can't be 


sure. You wish he hadn't asked. 


He takes his hand off your neck and sticks them both in his jacket pockets. He doesn't leave or go to leave, he 
stares at you solidly and leans back into his seat. 


"How about you decide?" you say when you find your words. His eyes twitch sharply, morphing into a callous 


amusement. No other part of him moves an inch. 
"| would," he says slyly, "but that all depends" 
You bite. "On what?" 

"On whether or not l'm still beneath you: 


"Oh, for fuck's sake, Izzy," the amusement in his eyes disappears instantly when you say that, leaving only a 


cold callousness. "You've gotta be the pissiest fuckin’ individual on the face of this earth." 

‘I'm not insecure, Slash." He talks with a certain authority that makes you inclined to believe whatever he says. 
"I ain't trying to start shit or make you feel bad" You grow silent. 

He snorts. "Yeah, well," he looks away. "I ain't hurt. | just need know whether or not lim wasting my time." 


"| wanna crack into you, Iz. Like..like an egg," you explain. "Problem is, | don't wanna, like, crack you open and 


realise you're overdone. Or like, a double yolk when | only wanted one. You get it?" 

His expression visibly sours, "that's the single worst analogy I've ever fuckin’ heard in my life." 
"You know what | mean though?" 

"Think so," he frowns, "an' | kind of like you a little less." 

You groan loudly, and palm at your forehead. "| never know what l'm talkin’ about with you." 


He opens his mouth, and you can't bear to hear him talk again. 


So you talk instead. 

| don't want to fuck a man, Izz." You tell him bluntly. "And you scare the shit out of me. You're so cut off 
from everything, y.you're fuckin'- fuckin- scary, dude." 

His head twitches to an angle, with his eyes still watching you. He raises an eyebrow, signalling for you to 
carry on, 

‘lm no chick, telling you to open up or what the fuck ever but you're cold, you're like ice. | don't wanna fuck a 
man, |zz," you tell him, "and partly because | been told | shouldn't want to, but that's partly why | want to as 
well, | mean- | don't wanna fuck a man, Izz. Because | know what men are like. And they corner you with a knife 
and they bargain you into a blowjob and, | don't know," 

He still stares, deciding for you that you're not finished. You just shake your head. 

"I just," you sigh, "| don't wanna fuck a man" 

"Aint you a man?" he says immediately, like he knew what to say all along. 


"Maybe, where's your proof?" 


"You remind me of my ex, Slasher," he says, eyes softening. "Des. She always made shit emotional when it 
didn't need to be as well" 


You furrow your brows. "Look, think of it like, you make an omelette. And you eat and enjoy the omelette, and 


then after you've finished it everything in the world turns to shit" 

"Okay, maybe cool it with the eggs, yeah?" He narrows his eyes. "Things are easier when you don't give a fuck, 
Slash, you ought to try it." And then he shrugs. "I give a fuck about some things, but I've learnt to not give a 
fuck about a whole lot" 


"So, how do you want me?" He glares at you, while he fiddles with his box of cigs. "Sunny side up?" 


"Over easy," you tell him. 


It wasn't funny, but he laughs. He sits forward, elbows on his knees, closer to you. 


| don't care about any of this, Slash," he tells you softly, "if that makes you feel better. And the world won't 
stop turning for us." 


"If you don't care, why'd you shower for me?" 

He glowers for a sec, but he's not angry. You see a smirk pulling at the ends of his mouth 

"Shit, man," he sighs, "got me there. 

"| been wonderin’ what you look like naked, you know," you tell him casually, no hint of flirtation He smiles. 
"Oh yeah?" his words slur around the context. 

"Probably fuck ugly," you smile back. "Right?" 


"Why don't you find out for yourself?" 
You don't know if he's joking or not. 


You're still wondering when he leans forward and grabs your chin in his hand, kissing you coldly. It's not loving 
like before, but you don't mind because you know you don't deserve it. You kiss him back and you take him by 
the neck before he can take you by yours. He pulls away for a second and glances down at your mouth, 
before shoving his entire tongue back into your mouth. He's not graceful but he had a rough childhood so you 
let him off. 


It feels more urgent, more needy, it's almost like a competition between the two of you. He puts his hand up 
into your hair, pulling slightly. 


"Christ," you mumble against his mouth. He shuts you up fast. 


"No talking,” he tells you in between kisses. 


You've still got your hand on his throat: you tighten your grip to enforce a dominance and you can feel him 


pause, ever so slightly. 


Under your hand, you can feel his pulse. You can feel it going faster. 
You tighten it again and he pulls sharp on your hair. Real sharp, and all of a sudden your chin's in the air. 


"Fuck!" You exclaim, "You're gonna snap my neck, asshole!" 
He grunts in response, that's all he gives you, and he hones in on the bottom of your neck, biting, licking, 
sucking. You attempt to tighten your grip as much as you can without choking him, and then you feel a grip on 


your own neck. A very, very tight one. You inhale. 


"Slash, watch yourself," he tells you, eyes darkening. He's serious, and he's pissed off. You loosen your grip and 
he loosens his, before letting go of your hair. Then you take the opportunity to yank on his. He yells out in 
shock. 


"How do you like it, cocksucker?" You snap at him. 


He looks up at you and his eyes darken again. He's a little pissed off, but then you can see him smirk; and all of 
a sudden, he's on you like a wild animal. Your back hits the couch and he's on top of you, and you're so used to 
picking fights that you instinctively go to shove him off. He places his leg in between your thighs and all of a 
sudden, he's sweet again, one cool hand on your neck and one on your cheek, kissing lovingly all over your 
mouth. When you begin to kiss back, it becomes another competition A melody, rhythm versus lead, and you 
can feel yourself getting hard. Something tells you he can feel it too. He stops in his tracks, looks down 
between the two of you, then back up to meet your eyes. his lips are red and swollen, and his pupils are so 


dilated that his eyes look black. He cracks a smile and thrusts his leg up, and you grunt loudly. 

"Get fucked," you tell him. 

He chuckles and sits back on his knees, looking down at you. You sit up as begin to kiss along his jaw, letting 
your fingers curl along the flannel fabric of his shirt and unbutton what's buttoned. He sighs and places his 
hand on your shoulders. He's not hard but he's getting there. 

"Slash," he murmurs. 

"Mm," you reply, not looking at him. 

"Stop," he says. "Come here." 

You let him pull you where he wants you. He lowers himself down and gestures for you to lie on top of him. 
As soon as you get near his face, one hand is in your hair and the other is around, but not on, your crotch. 


You grab that sly hand and pin it over his head. 


"I told you," you tell him again, “get fucked." 


"Don't make promises you can't keep, Slasher," he slurs. 

"You need to shut the fuck up," you hiss. 

"Don't tell me what to do, Christ, that's such a turn off" 

"Looks like your cock's disagreeing, zz," you say aloud, and gesture down to the bulge growing between you. 

He narrows his eyes, "so sue me." 

You hold his stare for a second, and then reach down to squeeze his crotch. He holds back a groan, you know 
he does, and then he's back to kissing you hard and fast and all of a sudden you're grinding against each other. 
Every so often, you'll hear the remnants of a soft groan but you won't know if its from you or him. Then, 
you feel a hand on your ass, squeezing hard. 


"Shit, Slash," he breathes, "can we, christ, can we move this..somewhere?" 


You play coy. "Where?" Though you know full well. Especially when he uses the hand on your ass to push you 


into his erection. 

You groan, and sneer down at him. 

‘Oh, Slash," you whinge, dark and rough, imitating him, "were in trouble, we cant fuck, Axis onto us, let me come 
round and present myself lke a goddamn bitch in season to prove my point-" 

"I get it, thanks," he whispers, eyes shut, "but things are so much fuckin’ easier with you in theory." 

Then his eyes flicker open, all hazel and glassy and dark with lust. 


"When it comes down to practice, | just wanna bend you over." He drawls. 


Blood surges through you. 
You know you're going to regret it, but you don't right now. That's the important thing. You seize the day. 


You leap off him and haul him with you, stumbling as you go. 


You both stumble unceremoniously, hungrily through the door frames. 


You struggle with his jacket, getting it off him, keeping it off him. 
You groan in frustration, "motherfucker, do you superglue this on?" 
"Try harder, He-Man" 


"Fuck you, Skeletor.” 


"Goddamn it," he snaps and pulls away and his jackets off and on the floor in two seconds flat. He looks at you. 
You look back at him. 


You crash against him, no jacket, just you and him and thin shirts with hard bodies underneath. Neither of you 
are dictionary definition passionate about each other, but christ, there's chemistry and there's lust and there's 
been a dry spell for both of you. You'd probably fuck Steven if he asked at this point but that's irrelevant, 

you realise, because you quite like seeing Izzy come undone. And you'll keep undoing him until he's spread out in 


front of you. 


He smiles against your mouth to himself, fingers playing in your hair. You can feel the outline of his ribs 


through the thin fabric of his shirt. Nothing of him. Nothing at all. 


You ball your fist in his shirt as he nips along your jaw, neck, ear, shoulder, chest, and you walk him 
backwards into the bedroom. You've been sleeping on the couch, but if you're going to fuck Izzy Stradlin, it's 


going to be in your drug dealer's bedroom. 

This is a danger you've never felt, a rush of adrenaline you've never experienced, a high you've never wanted 
until now. The angel on your left shoulder wants to tease, save Izzy, build him up by leaving him high and dry 
once more, and the devil on your right wants him to take you by the hair and bend you over and fuck you 
hard while taking a line of coke and shouting your name all over Greenwich. You pull away from him, surprised 


at yourself for thinking of that image, and raise your eyebrows. 


"Everythin’ alright?" He murmurs cautiously into your mouth, ‘cause he's certain that one wrong move wil 


send you flitting like a fuckin’ pigeon. 

Ever the scientist, you pull his hands away. 

"What? What's wrong?" 

"| want you to blow me." You tell him, softly. 

He pauses, and then looks at you incredulously. "Excuse me?" 

"Suck my dick, Iz," you tell him, and disgust crosses his face briefly, before softening. "Return the favour." 
"You know what," he tells you, “fuck it" 

He sits himself on the edge of the bed and tentatively reaches for your belt. He's heavily handed, and pulls it 
out of the loop with force. You look down at him, and he looks..focused. He reaches for the button of your 
jeans and unzips them, and reaches inside to grab your cock. You wince as he touches it, and you can see when 


he pulls it out just how hard he's made you. He stares at it face on, almost comically; he looks so serious, you 


could laugh. You don't laugh though, because Izzy immediately starts jacking you off and it feels real, real good. 


He then stops, and holds his hand up, palm outstretched, towards your face. 


"Spit," he commands, and you do. Right into his palm. 
He begins to jack you again, more fluid this time, and just as he gets into a rhythm you can feel a warm, wet 


mouth on your cock. You groan, 


You look down at him as he looks up at you. His mouth leaves you for a second, with a trail of a saliva and 


pre-come leading from Izzy's mouth to the tip of your cock. 


You grab his hair and pull on it again, to which he pulls slightly. 
Looking up at you with darkened eyes, he doesn't say anything, but you know what he's thinking. 


Careful, Slash. 


He holds your eye and then swallows all of you. You make a questionable noise. 

You watch him with such precision, as he strokes you and sucks you in perfect time, jacking you as he licks 
around your balls, this isn't his first time doing this. 

God, no. Hell no. 


All those times you called him a cocksucker, you were telling the truth. And he knew it. Christ, that must've 


hit a nerve. You tell him so. 

"How many cocks have you had in your mouth, 122?" You manage out, laughing. 

He pulls his mouth away from you and breathes deeply. He continues to stroke you in quick pulses. His lips are 
glistening, and he licks them. He scowls. 

"None of your business," he tells you sternly. 

You pull harder on his hair, and laugh. You're enjoying yourself. 

Even as he scowls harder, you push your luck. 

He takes a deep breath but you keep a hold on his hair, keeping him in place. 


"Look how hard you are," you tell him. His eyes snap up to meet yours. 


“Slash, l'm gonna get you," he nearly cuts you off, voice dark and angry, "if you carry on like this. l'm really 


gonna get you." 
"So get me," you tell him. You smirk a little. "Before | lose my inhi-fuckin'-bitions and come on your face." 


Izzy's still pissed but he smiles. 
‘Christ, if you're gonna keep jacking yourself off like that, I'll leave, yeah?" 


You grin. "You think | won't do it?" 


He smirks coldly, “try it and see what happens, motherfucker.” 
You yank his hair back so that his chin is in the air, and he calls out. You pulled hard. Whoops. 


He looks good like that, lips slightly parted, wet with pre-come and spit. His eyes are shut. You really can’t tell 
if he secretly likes being shoved around. He's breathing heavily. He opens one eye, and when he sees you just 
staring, opens another and lowers his head. 


"Try it," Izzy's voice is welcoming, "see what happens.” 


"Jesus," you choke out, "not yet" 


But oh, god, you want to. 
"Pussy," Izzy spits out, smiling with jagged, crooked teeth and a glistening mouth. 


When you've loosened your grip, Izz goes back to tentatively licking the head of your cock, while you groan into 


him. You can feel him smiling against you. 
You're close when he pulls away again You grunt as he stands up. 


"Do me a favour, Slasher," his voice is low as he trails round behind you, wiping the corners of his mouth, 


"lean over the bed for me." 
"Uh," you manage out, eyes following him. "Why?" 
He rolls his eyes. Your cock's still out. 


"Promise you my cock is going nowhere near your asshole," he comments, putting his cold fuckin’ hands on 
your hips. You shrug him off. 


Fine, whatever," you mumble, and do as he said. It's an uncomfortable position, but you don't even have time 


to complain before your jeans come down and you've got a tongue in your asshole. 

You shout out loud. 

"What the fuck are you doing?" You hiss, wriggling around. Izzy's hand snakes round and holds you down. 
"A favour," he tells you coolly, "just relax.’ 

And for the first time, you take his advice. You relax. 

And the sensation of Izzy's tongue probing along your balls, lips on your asshole, becomes really good and 


every time you remember that it's Izzy behind you, shocks of pleasure run through your cock. You move 


against the sheets as Izzy moves against you. 


"You thinkin’ about Axl?" You find your voice. 


He's quiet for a second as he pulls away and then he chuckles. 
"No," he tells you and you're inclined to believe him. "Why? Are you?" 


You shake your head and gasp silently into the sheets. 


He's undoing you instead. 

"No," you manage. 

"IFs okay if you are," you can hear a smile in his voice. 

"No," you tell him again, sitting up on your arm and looking over at him. "Don't make this about him." 

lzz holds your eye for a sec and smiles warmly, "alright, alright.” 

Then you feel a cold hand on your lower back and pressure as he pulls himself up. 

The cold hand then fastens itself onto your neck, pushing back your hair, and he kisses you sweetly all over 
your shoulders. You also feel his other hand gripping your ass. 


"Fuck off, Izzy," you tell him, shoving him away when you feel his finger on your asshole. 


He laughs out loud and rolls off you. You fix yourself, pulling up your jeans, and lie flat on your back next to 
him. You turn your head to look at him, and he's already looking at you. 


‘lm going to fuck you," he says coolly, "but | need a cigarette first." 
You snort. "Smoke all you want but you ain't fuckin’ me." 


He gets up and fishes his jacket from outside of the room, pulling his cigs out his pocket. "I'd let you fuck me, 
but you don't know what the fuck you're doing.” 


You blink, smirking. "An' you do?" 
"Damn right | do," he lights up, "you ain't the first" 


Before you can ask who was, he's leaning over you, still shirtless, and kissing you deeply. He tastes of menthols. 


You kiss him back, powered by adrenaline and urgency. 


"Shit," you breath out when he pulls away. He rolls back beside you, cock rock hard against his jeans and keeps 


on smoking. 


He offers you a drag and you take it. 


"Yeah," you breathe coolly, handing the cig back to him. "You can fuck me." 
Izzy smiles a small, triumphant smile, until you add on "but I'm fucking you after.” 
The smile grows smaller but stays put. He thinks as he smokes. "Fair's fair," he says. 


You open your mouth to say something else but Izzy's back on you, kissing you, as he puts his cig out in a 
week old glass of water on the bedside cabinet. 


You stick your hands up into his hair, anxiety pooling in your stomach, but he's so sweet and loving in the way 
that he moves that you forget all about it. You sit upright, moving further onto the bed and he follows, 


crawling like a panther. 


His long, cold fingers trace around your cock again and you rub your hand against his chest. He smiles into you. 
Just a goddamn big cat. 


"Get these off," he breathes against your lips, pulling at your jeans. 


"Then get off me," you nudge him with your knee. He smirks and sits back on his legs, pulling them off expertly 


and leaving you ass naked. 


You flush and go to say something, but he places his hand on your chest and runs it right the way down you. 
All the way down to your cock. 


"You are so fuckin." he trails off sadly. He's not really smiling no more. 
"What?" you grit your teeth. "Unbearably sexy?" 


He gives a small laugh and shakes his head. "Sure," he says. You're not convinced. Come on, lzz, don't ruin it. 


Please. 


He leans down and presses his lips to your neck, bruising you in a new way. You could get used to Izzy being 


sober, but you don't want to. Not really. 

He starts stroking you again and uses his other hand to reach around and caress your ass. 

You play with the buttons on his jeans, purposefully pressing against his hard-on, smiling as you feel him 
frown against you. Then, he presses himself into your hand, grinding against your palm and breathing heavy 


against your neck. Holy shit. 


"Stop," he tells you wearily, "or Ill forget what I'm meant to be doing.’ 


You reach down into his jeans and rub him. His breath hitches. 


"Such a bad thing?" you say hot in his ear, and he sticks his head into your neck. He groans and then sits 
upright, doing his best to ignore you. He pulls open the drawer on the bedside cabinet, rummaging around. 


"Need some kinda.” he mumbles to himself, pawing around in the bedside drawers, "like, vaseline or shit" 
He pulls out a bottle of baby oil and considers it. You're still stroking him but he's regained composure. 


"No, no way," you say, "you'll give me a fuckin’ infection with that shit. Just grab something else, vaseline, 


whatever, | don't want-" 

You're cut off by two long, calloused fingers forcing their way into your mouth. 

"Put your mouth to some good fuckin’ use for once," he murmurs, still rummaging with his one free hand. 
You're appalled. 

He completely ignores you and instead you work him faster, catching the shift in his demeanour, and you reach 
around to grab his ass. You shove his jeans down as you go, exposing him completely, watching how rock hard 
he is and how hard he's trying to ignore you, to not give you the satisfaction You're still playing scientist, so 
you shove a finger up his asshole. He breathes out loudly in shock, his whole body reacting. He grips onto the 
cabinet for dear life, and his hand traipses out of your mouth and down onto your shoulder, leaving a trail of 
saliva in its wake. 


"Don't," he warns you. 


You shove your finger in deeper. 


He involuntarily rocks against it. 
"Slash," he thunders. 


You stay quiet and press your lips to his shoulder. You go as deep as you can and his chest rises and falls 


more exaggerated than you've ever seen 
"Let me fuck you," you breathe, shocked at how much you're enjoying this. 
"You don't know what you're doing," he manages. "You don't- oh, fuck" 


You tried to add a second finger and Izzy tears himself away, dislodging you. He hates not having the upper 
hand. 


"You're a sly bastard," he tells you accusingly. 


"Learnt from the best," you say, childish. 
You both sit there in silence for a few seconds, looking at each other. 
"Are you alright?" you ask him, voice low. 


His face twists bizarrely. You've made him want to die by asking that. "l- yeah," he insists, blinking 


incredulously. "| mean, l- yeah." 

You go to reply but for yet another time tonight, Izzy cuts you off. 
"Fuck me." 

You blink. 

You blink. 

You blink. 


You don't chance asking him to repeat himself. 


You nearly pounce on him, kissing him deep and rough and he crashes back against you, clawing at your back 


and your hair and feeding you low guttural noises. 


You both struggle against his jeans, the awful fucking drainpipes, and thats how you know that he honestly 


didn't come here to fuck you, because he's dressed so impractically. 

Once again, he bats your hand away and takes them off himself and as soon as they're gone, you shove him 
flat onto the bed, grabbing his legs and pulling him into you. He nearly laughs at your enthusiasm. He stops 
laughing when you throw his leg over your shoulder and stick your finger back in 


"Fuck," he breathes. "You need lube. Now. Now." 


He can take it for now, you know he can, but he's right. You need lube. You stretch him for a few seconds and 


kiss him messily to shut him up. He takes it. 
"Shit," you breath against him, "wait here." 
"Be quick," he tells you sternly, sitting up as you detangle yourself. 


There's vaseline in the bathroom. You don't know how old it is, how long its been there, but you take it. It'll do. 
Itll fucking do. 


Izzy's stroking himself when you return. He greets you with a hungry kiss and spreads his legs. He's almost 


unrecognisable from big, bad Izzy the drug dealing gypsy. You remember what Axl said, he just takes his sweet 
fuckin’ time warming up to people. 


Man, fuck Axl. 


You shove two lubed up fingers inside Izzy and he nearly calls out. He sits up on his elbows, watching you 


intently. 
"I hope to god you're good at this," he breathes out. 


You shove them deeper, and he curses. You move at a steady rhythm for a little bit and add a third one. Pain 
and discomfort flashes across his face. You rub his cock to help him get through it. 


"Fuck me, Slash," he commands you breathlessly, desperate to get the upper hand again He pulls on your hair 


lightly. 


"Bend over," you tell him, lubing up your cock and turning him around. He shakes as he moves, not used to this 
at all. "Say it again" 


"What?" he looks at you over his shoulder. 


‘| want you to say it again," you manage out, echoing Izzy from that very first night. He stiffens. He's quiet. 
And then he complies. 


| want you to fuck me, Slash," he bites the bullet. "Hard." 


You breathe out, and you push yourself into him. You remind yourself that this isn't about you. You can't 


come undone before Izzy. This is about watching him lose it. 

"Shit," he chokes out, gripping the sheets as you take him from behind. He's a fragile, skinny little thing. You're 
almost worried you're going to split him in two but he takes you like a champ and jesus, he feels like 
something else. 

You grab his hips and build up a rhythm, hungrily taking every little noise he makes. He refuses to moan. He 


breathes and hums and curses but he doesn't moan. You lean over him, biting along his neck and jaw and you 


work harder, pounding into him. You use one arm to hold you up and you use the other to stroke him 


underneath. 
He groans, and you nearly lose it. 
"Come on, sugar," you tell him darkly. 


"Shit, Slash," his voice goes up a note. 


He breathes hard and you stop completely, abruptly. 

"What are you doing?" his voice is low, ragged. 

‘| want to see you fuck yourself," you tell him and he exhales. 

"You're a fucking sadist," he spits out, but works himself against you. Its a breathtaking sight, Izzy pressing 
himself into your cock with tiny little breaths and whispers, arms shaking from the pressure of holding 


himself up. 


You place a hand on his hip, guiding him, and use your other hand to stroke him off which, to be fair, he 
totally deserves. 


"Slash," he stops, croaking, "please." 

That's all the encouragement you need, and you take him by the stomach and pull his body up against yours, 
pounding into him from behind. You must've blacked out, because you don't remember putting your fingers in 
his mouth or pulling on his hair or gripping his neck and his chest and his cock at random intervals, and you 
only really realise what you're doing when he moans loudly for the first time that night. 

"That's it," you growl, "give me that, you fucking love this." 

"lIl give you anything you fucking want," he snaps back, calling out. 

"Tell me you love it," you don't know what's come over you. 


Izzy's hands flail, trying to find something of you to grab on to. "Fuck, you know l- fuck!" he cries out. 


You shove him away from you in a fit of frenzy and pull out. He crumples onto the bed and looks at you with 
hatred. 


"What the fuck are you doing?" he hisses, accusingly. 

You turn him over so he's facing you and pull him into you, throwing his leg over your shoulder. 

"Slash," lzzy breathes erratically, gripping onto your shoulders, your hair, the chain around your neck. You 
have to slam his hands down next to him to get him to stop. He's a needy motherfucker. You line your cock up 
with his asshole and push into him and his upper body strains up again, his hands gripping around your neck. 
You start off slow again, trying to stop yourself from coming right away, and you both look up at the same 


time. You meet his eyes, big watery fucking hazel eyes, fuck. You kiss him and he kisses you back, shoves his 


entire tongue down your throat because he needs something, he needs to know he's got something up on you. 


You pick up the pace and Izzy tries to manage his breathing, but you keep kissing him to divert his focus. You 
can feel him stroking himself, and you start fucking him hard again. 


Tiny moans, barely audible. You pull away and whisper in his ear, "it's just us, darlin." 
"Fuck," he whispers back. "Slash, l- oh." 
He arches his back and moans deep and low. Like lightening, it shocks through your balls. 


"Tell me what you want," you whisper into him, pounding and fucking and watching as he squirms and moans 


and berates himself for coming undone right in fucking front of you. 

He sits up and runs his hand through his hair, before slamming back down. "Fuck!" he grits his teeth. 

"Fuck me, Slash, don't stop, don't stop," he reaches up and pulls on your hair, "I'm begging you, man, don't stop." 
You don't stop. 

"Please, fuck," he groans, stroking himself. You put a hand around his neck. He grips onto it. 

"Please," he gasps. 

"What are you, a fuckin’ parrot?" 

"Go to hell,” he whispers, "you're so- fuck. Axl could never-" 

You slam into him hard and tighten your grip. He cries out. "Axl ain't here. I'm here." You tell him. 

He looks at you with ultimate arousal in his eyes. 


"Ain't his cock up my ass, is it?" he croaks out with a half smile, that disappears when he starts moaning 


again. God, he's turning you the fuck on. "Slash, I'm gonna- l'm really gonna-" 
"Not yet," you hiss, and you kiss him deeply. 
"Please," his hands ball in your hair. 


He says it a couple more times. 


Please, please, please. 


You're still kissing him when you slam into him a little too hard and he comes violently, breathing harsh into 


your mouth. 


You pull out of him and he collapses, eyes shut firm. 
"Did you come?" he whispers, eyes still shut, breathing hard. 


"No," you tell him, but fuck, you're close. His boney body glistens with jizz and you think about how many 


times he's been in this position before. 


"Do you want me to blow you?" he offers, exhausted. You go to decline, when he opens his eyes and sits up. "I 
will if you want me To.” 


He's dragged you over to the edge of the bed and is on the floor attacking your cock before you even have 


time to argue. 

He's lazy as he does it, flicking his tongue over the head, then he takes all of you once and you're coming down 
his throat. 

He takes it like an old pro, and stands up wiping his mouth. He's drained you. 

"| need a smoke," he declares, and disappears to find the jacket with his cigs in 


He returns seconds later with three in his hand, one for him, one for you and one to share. 


He crawls onto the bed and collapses next to you, lighting up. He passes you his lighter, the same lighter his 
mom got him, and you light up. 


Seriously, though, I'd love to fuck you sometime," he says casually, smoking away. 


You find it hard to speak. 
"Yeah," you agree half heartedly. 


"| mean, we'd have to be careful," he chats away, puffs away, and you tune him out as you hold the weighty 
zippo in your hand. Man, it's like the physical embodiment of a guilty conscience. 


"You ain't listening, are you?" Izzy turns onto his side, staring at you. 


You glance back at him, "sorry." 


You hand him back his lighter. 


He holds it in his hand a sec, looking at it himself, then drops it on the bed next to him. "Damn," he breathes 


out. 
The two of you smoke in silence for a sec, and it kind of dawns on both of you the severity of the situation. 


"Would you.." you trail off, and he looks up at you. "Would you tell me something if | asked?" 


He looks away. "Sure," he sounds disinterested. Gone cold. 

"What's the deal with you and Axl?" 

Izzy snorts. "There is no deal.” 

"You fuck him?" 

"He's-" he pauses. "We used to mess around." 

"And?" 

"That's it," he keeps on smoking. 

"You still do it?" 

"Christ, no," Izzy sits up and shakes his head. He throws his leg over you, almost straddling you, and you're 
confused for a sec before he puts his cigarette out in the glass of water to your left. You steady him, hands 
on either side of his thighs, and he looks down at you. The air grows a little awkward. He smirks and then sits 
back down beside you. 

"You're a really good lay," he tells you, moving a little closer, his arm grazing yours. 

"Thanks," you say. 

"Sure," he shrugs. 


You're both quiet, and then you put out your cig into the glass as well. Then Izzy sighs. 


"Axl has serious issues," he says, clearing his throat. "Bad ones. And sometimes | think if he didn't have those 
issues to work through, we'd probably have the relationship you think we do." 


You listen. 

"But then | think, if he didn't have those issues, | wouldn't like him as much. Doubt we'd even know each other. 
He sure as shit wouldn't be a rock rt roll singer." Izzy cranes his head and looks at you. "Satisfy your 
curiosity?" 


"Kind of," you raise your eyebrows. "Were you thinkin’ about him?" 


Izzy looks pensive for a sec. "You know," he rubs his neck, "I tried." 


Your stomach sinks a little. You shouldn't've asked. 


"But found | didn't really want to," he looks at you. You give him a small smile. The silence grows more 


peaceful, and you feel Izzy's head hit your shoulder. You look down, confused. 

In that same opaque bedroom daylight, Izzy's breathing rings out, and from your position you see misplaced 
freckles, stringy dyed hair, bad skin and unsightly collarbones. You can feel a slight tremor. You twist yourself 
around slightly, so that you're facing him a bit more. 

In that same opaque bedroom daylight, you see the hair in his eyes, the deep sleepless bags and bruises 
underneath them, you see two sets of earrings and a nose ring. You see a healing cut on his lip that you 
might've given him, you don't know. You brush his hair out his eyes and pull him up to really look at him. 

In that same opaque bedroom daylight, you see his own confusion. You see tall cheekbones and long eyelashes, 
both very feminine and you assume he'd look just like his mom, but you won't ever know if that's true or not. 
You see crooked teeth, defined features, the biggest pair of hazel eyes, shining and alight, and you see yourself 


in them. 


In that same opaque bedroom daylight, christ on the cross, he's the ugliest thing you ever saw. 
He breathes heavy, big eyes scanning your face for distaste, discomfort, discontent. 


You don't wanna be anywhere else. Is that scary? Maybe. 


Don't make this emotional. Don't you do it. Don't you dare. 

"Don't make me move, man," he murmurs. 

“Course not," your voice drops low and you settle down, making it easier for him to move back. 

Izzy's got a lot he needs to say but he'd never be caught dead saying it. So for now, you'll both opt for silence. 
You lean over and grab the lighter from next to him, cautious not to disturb him. 

You look at it again 

"Tell me about your mom," you say. Izzy rolls his eyes, you can feel it. 

"She did the best with what she had" He says lazily. 

"And what did she have?" 

"Three sons," he breathes in, "divorce papers and a bad string of exes." 


"Wow," you raise your eyebrows. 


“Sometimes | think | shouldn'tve left her," Izzy leans off you and stretches. “But | was a selfish ass kid. | left 


everything. Axl was the only thing | left that ever came after me." 
You blink Izzy's words, however few of them, strike you hard 

"| like you, you know," you tell him. 

"That's the orgasm talking," he tells you. He's right 

"Better than hating you," you shrug. 


He smiles warmly, genuinely. "You're right" 


He pauses, then he continues, "I mean l'm not exactly lovin’, touchin, squeezin’, but.." 

"No," you agree, "but you can be very nice, can't you?" 

His entire demeanour changes, and he grins. 

"Sure, if thats what you want," he murmurs, "but | can also be very cruel. Bear in mind though, I'll always be 
good to you." 

You're both silent, radiating off each other. 

"When l'm, uh, sober, at least," he adds. "I did a lot of cocaine that night- both nights, Slash." 

"Lucky it worked out," you say. 

"You should've kicked my ass," he says solemnly. 

"| did," you tell him. He smirks and rubs the back of his neck. You catch the tremor in his hands. Fuck. 
‘Im gonna use your shower," he says softly, "and then I'm gonna go, okay?" 


You frown. "Man, you sure?" 


He nods sadly. He takes your face in his hand and runs his thumb over your cheekbone, and then leans in and 


kisses you deeply. You kiss him back. 


Then he pulls away and stands up, grabbing his clothes from the floor. 


He goes off to shower without another word. 


You pull your knees up to your chest and rub your mouth, and glance over at the glass of water to your left. 
The two cigs have started seeping and falling apart, and the water is now a horrible oily colour. The third cig is 
left untouched. 


"Goddamn," you say aloud when you hear the faucet running, and you start getting dressed. 


